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HURRY HOT POT 


c Hot Pot boils a full 4 cups of water in 
1/, minutes! Perfect for making fast instant 
tea, soup, heating canned foods, baby’s 
Stay-cool base lets you use it on the table. 
»f polished aluminum—unbreakable! Com- 
with electric cord. Great for home, office, 
$3.95 





WEDGEWOOD SET 


have searched the four corners of the earth 
s fine set of Wedgewood-like china. The 
combination is pale blue and white. The 
sists of two ashtrays, cigarette box, and 
lighter. For ao wonderful Christmas gift you 
torder this attractively boxed collection. $5.95 





ELECTRIC MANICURE SET 


the meticulous Miss, for la Belle Dame, a 
t-yourself atomic age manicure set. This bat- 
perated device cleans, files, trims, shapes 

tapers your nails and cuticles in jet time. 
Christmas-boxed. 
$2.95 


or toe nails as well. 


MUSICAL LIGHTER 
The perfect lighter for the perfect smoker. Plays 
“Smoke Gets In Your Eyes’ every time you strike 
it. Stops automatically when the tune is over 
Handsomely styled, fluted case has gleaming 
golden finish, is less than one-half inch thick 
An outstanding gift for both men and women 
The expensive look-at an amazingly low price 
Gift boxed. $4.95 





GLOBAL WRISTWATCH 


All eyes are drawn to the manly wrist that wears 
this handsome watch. Swiss-made masterpiece 
tells the time anyplace in the world! Features 
shock-protected movement, antimagnetic hair- 
spring sweep second hand, unbreakable main- 
spring, golden anodized case, luminous dial, 
genuine leather strap-and comes in a smartly- 
styled presentation case. $14.95 


ICE MOLD CUTIES 


Ice tray with 8 molds shaped like gorgeous unclad 


dolls. Fill with water, freeze, pop out of mold 


and build your drinks around solid loveliness. 
Make your parties the ones that are talked about 
If you entertain, you should have plenty of these 
Ice Nudes. $1.95 for a tray of 8 nudes. 





SEVEN-DAY PANTIES 


Why not surprise your friends or treat yourself 
to this exquisite set of seven heavenly, curve 
hugging embroidered panties, each one having 
a different color and day-of-the-week motif 
Xmas-boxed in a gorgeous Chinese designed 
jewel case. $6.95 





DICE CUFFLINKS 
For a real unusual Christmas gift try giving your 
boyfriend a set of these dice cufflinks. They are 
gold-plated and contain miniature dice that are 
easily removable for instant action. If his luck 
changes maybe yours will too! Gift-boxed. $6.95 


TAN MAGAZINE GIFT DEPT.,1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 
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New! 
LOW BACK 





6608 Hollywood Bivd., 
Hollywood 28, Calif. 











C3 =2409 rusTLER 

The bare back that dips at 

gathered bust and dives to 

waist. Cotton lace over ace- 

tate taffeta. Black, White, 

Beige or Red. Sizes 8 to 20. 
$15.99 


DB #2547 MAGIC LINE 

Your waist wasped to nothing 
in this slimifying, swishy 
taffeta sheath. Low criss-cross 
neck bares and flatters. Rayon 
and acetate. Black, Red, Tur- 
quoise. Sizes 8 to 20. $12.99 


=2514 SPARKLING 

G BOUQUET 
Totally disarming...layers of 
frothy lace on acetate Taffeta, 
jewel buttons. Black, Red or 
Turquoise. Sizes 10 to 20 
$9.99 


G) =2423 Beauty 

Low tank styling in acetate 
taffeta, plunging deep in back. 
rhinestones on tiny straps 
Black, Red, Green and Blu 
Sizes 8 to 16 7.99 


fT -2823 wo.rwooo 
DEeeep plunge back, built-in 
cups plus low cut neck brings 
out the best in you. Skin-snug- 
gling Helanca stretch Nylon. 
Biack, Red, Biue. Sizes 8 to 16 
$12.99 


TR 3277 two TIMER 
Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fits into shaped 
pockets on hips and derriere 
and are YOUR SECRET! Knit 
Rayon Acetate Powerfiex. White 
or Black. 22 to 30 inch waist 
$12.99 


FF] =3218 WIP ENHANCER 
No need for “too slim hips’ 
. . . hidden foam pads round 
you out at hipline, help mask- 
out too heavy thighs. Black, 
White. Sizes 22 to 30 inch 
waist $6.99 


[} 43069 minus FOUR! 

That’s right! This 81.” rayon- 
satin waist cincher will shave 
4” from your middie. Lightly 
boned throughout, Side hook- 
Ing, lace-up front. Attachments 
for garters. White. Sizes: 24” 
to 32” waist. $3.50 


=91 “JACKIE” WIG 
Be first! Wear this brand new 
Jackie" wig styled in the 
bouffant manner! Celanese 
Fibre washes and sets with 
spraynet! Black, Bionde, Taw- 
ney Brown, Platinum. $7.99 





C3 -7436 Luxury 
Elegantly styled. wonderously 
tailored ‘‘car pants."’ Vinyl 
Leatherette, soft as Doe's skin. 
White, Beige, Silver, Light 
Biue, Black. Sizes 8 to 16. 
$8.99 


24108 TEA TIMER 
Lounge-ingly entertain with or- 
iental charm...slim gay print 
cotton, slit skirt reveals fitted 
solid pants. Blue, Gold. Cora: 
Lilac 

Sizes 10-18. 


EC} -4224 cure COACHMAN 
Dashingly designed lounger, 
double breasted style flatters 
your figure. Pretty paisiey in 
Cotton Cordana, Blue. Coral or 
Gold. Sizes 10 to 18. $5.99 





EC} =3387 THE LIVING END 
Revolutionary girdle uncovers 
the derriere... gives flattest 
tummy. pushes up ‘living end’ 
for feminine natural look 
White, Black. Waist sizes 23- 
30 inches. $9.99 


Gs =5073 ~coUNTER 
Specially designed shell cups 
combine with underwiring to 
shape and lift bust to NEW 
high pointed perfection with 
extra cleavage! Front hook 
Acetate satin cups. Rubber and 
Polyester. Black, White. Sizes 
32 to 36 

G #5010 venus 

Your bosom will rise like a 
goddess! Dainty stitched cups 
have secret plastic foam, 
straps adjust to off-shoulder. 
White. Sizes 32 to 36A, 32 to 
38B, 32 to 40C. 2 for $5.95 
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$399 


PHEW POINTED BRA 
GIVES EXTRA 
CLEAVAGE! 
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WOMAN TO WOMAN... 








QUESTIONS 
ANSWERED ABOUT 
“EMBARRASSING 


MOMENTS” 
(AND HOW TO AVOID THEM) 


Q. Can boys tell by looking at me 


that I have my perwod: 

A. Nobody will suspect a thing as long as 
you’re poised and perfectly groomed. 
You’re surer of yourself, of course, with 
Tampax® internal sanitary protection. 
Nothing shows — even under form- 
fitting skirts and slacks. No odor can 
form. Free of old-time discomforts and 
doubts, you’re much more relaxed. And 
all that puts you at your ease with the 
opposite sex. 


Q. What about bowling, skating or 
dancing dates during my period? 

A, If these are activities you normally en- 
joy, there’s no reason to forego them for 
time-of-the-month. One blessing of 
Tampax is that the wearer literally can’t 
feel it. The annoying chafing, binding 
and slipping of pads is gone forever. 
That’s why we say .. . Tampax, so much 
a part of your active life. 


Q. What about disposal “Se Bema when 
I'm away from home 

A. You’ve undoubtedly encountered this 
embarrassing problem. Some girls go to 
almost any lengths to protect their “‘se- 
cret,”’—often waiting till the whole 
household’s asleep. Smart girls use Tam- 
pax. Insertion, changing and disposal 
take only seconds. Even the satin- 
smooth applicator can be flushed away. 
And of course a box of Tampax “hides” 
itself so well that no one will know you 
have it along. 


Q. How can I be sure of personal 
daintiness on menstrual days? 

A. There’s only one answer: daily baths 
during your period. Contrary to super- 
stitions, warm water can’t hurt you— 
won’t stop the flow. Since Tampax can’t 
absorb water from the outside, there’s 
no need to remove it for bathing—a 
real advantage on the first few days. 
You’ll appreciate the daintiness of using 
Tampax, too. Applicator-inserted, it 
never comes in contact with your fingers. 
A trial sample of Tampax (in plain wrapper) 
will be mailed to you on request, together 
with our free booklet on menstruation facts 
and advice. Just send 10c to Department 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. JV 
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EDITOR 


Stories Make Their Point 


I have just finished reading the September 
issue of TAN, and I just want you to know | 
think the stories are better and better each 
issue. They really make a point, and show a 
lesson in life if you would just learn it. 

Thanks again for your wonderful book. 

Patty Richards 
Raleigh, N. C. 


I just want to tell you I like to read your 
magazine, and that I wish we had more 
Marions, as pictured in the story, “Never Good 
Enough,” in the August Tan. A girl should 
know that anybody that really loves her won’t 
ask her to throw herself away, and that anyone 
that does is not worth having. 

H. Neal 


Dallas, Tex. 


I’ve been a reader of TaN Magazine for al- 
most four years, and I’ve found it fascinating. 
I consider TAN as tops of all magazines that | 
have read. Both the stories and articles are 
very good, and especially those articles written 
about the rock ’n’ roll stars. 

Just finished reading the July issue, and all 
of the stories were good. So keep up the good 
works, Mr. Editor. 

Barbara Barrow 


Elizabeth City, N. C. 
And Away We Go! 


CBS secretary Joan Murray on your August 
cover is not only a doll to look at, as evident 
on your gorgeous color cover, but she is a 
beautiful lady and a fine person in person. 

Jackie Gleason 
Idee Grande Inc. 
New York, N. Y. 


Chubby Checker Fans 


I have just finished reading your wonderful 
Magazine. Each month Tan becomes more and 
more wonderful. I enjoyed the Chubby Checker 
article. 

Thank you and keep up the good work. 

Nellie Mae McClendon 
Jackson, Ga. 


This is my first issue of Tan, and I would 
like to say I enjoyed it very much. 

I particularly enjoyed the article, “The Girl 
I'd Like To Marry,” by Chubby Checker. | 
think it was a wonderful story by a wonderful 
person. Please try to have more articles about 
him! 

Lulu Diggs 
Trenton, N. J. 

I am really thrilled over TAN Magazine. It is 
one of the most interesting magazines on the 
market. 

Most of all, I liked the July issue because 
there are wonderful, exciting pictures. I en- 
joyed most of all Chubby Checker’s pictures 
in the July issue. I also enjoyed the interesting 
stories. Please continue. 

Mary Ragland 
Atlanta, Ga. 





Catherine Montgomery, social leader 
and civic and community worker, is 
the wife of Alpha L. Montgomery, 
prominent attorney who is also 
active in civic affairs. 
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Shown here is the beautiful 
outdoor swimming pool at their 
luxurious San Diego home. 
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_ __more people depend on this 
_ pure dressing than on any other 
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| have been a steady reader of Tan for the 
past two years, and | would consider it a great 
favor if you would enter my name in your Pen 
Pals column. 

| am 17 years old, 5’4” tall, weigh 129 lbs., 
and | have a medium complexion. I enjoy 
music and most sports. I would like to corre- 
spond with boys between the ages of 17 and 21. 
[ will answer all letters, and be most happy to 
exchange photos. 

Bonnie Richburg 

704 East Hill St. 

Louisville 17, Ky. 

| am a reader of Tan, and would appreciate 

it if you would print my name in your Pen Pal 
ection of Tan Magazine. 

[ am 17 years of age. I have black hair, 
light brown complexion, am 5’11” tall, and 
weigh 150 Ibs. I would like to hear from girls 
and boys 15 to 18 years old. I will try to an- 
swer all letters, and will exchange photos upon 


request. 

Edward Reid 
38353 N. 102 St., E. 
Palmdale, Calif. 
| am a constant reader of Tan Magazine and 
| enjoy reading it very much. | would like 
ery much for my name to be published in 

your Pen Pal section. 

[ am 20 years old, 5'7”, weigh 130 lbs. I 
have brown eyes, and a brown complexion. My 
hobbies are dancing, sewing, reading and writ- 

[ would like to correspond with young 
nen between the ages of 18 and 28. I promise 
o answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Mary Louise Arnold 
8 Waverly Place 
Freeport, N. Y. 


| read Tan Magazine quite often and I 
would appreciate it greatly if you would pub- 
lish my name in the Pen Pals section of your 
magazine, 

| am an airman in the U. S. Air Force, sta- 
tioned at Thule, Greenland. 1 am 19 years of 
age, have brown eyes, black hair, a medium 
brown complexion. | weigh 175 lbs., and am 
10” tall. My hobbies are dancing, listening 
to jazz and pop records, swimming, skating, 
photography and of course reading. 

| would like to correspond with young ladies 
between the ages of 16 and 20 years old. I 
would also enjoy exchanging photos. 

A/3c Aaron L. Mayo 

AF 17584508 

4683rd Food Service Station 
APO 23 

New York, N. Y. 


! am an avid reader of your wonderful mag- 
azine, and | always enjoy reading the Pen Pal 
| would appreciate very much your 
entering my name in one of these columns. 

My age is 18, height 5/3”. weight 120 lbs., 


section. 


and my complexion is medium brown. My 
hobbies are reading, and writing poetry, songs 
and short stories. | enjoy such sports as bad- 
minton, tennis, baseball, basketball and swim- 


ming. | also enjoy all types of music. 

| would like very much to correspond with 
girls and guys from all over the world from 
ages 18 through 24, regardless of race, creed 


or color. 
Carolyn P. Lewis 
1217 Bright St. 
Knoxville, Tenn. 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


| am Howard L. Joyner and | am a high 
school graduate, 21 years old. | have light 
brown complexion, brown eyes, black hair, am 
61%” and weigh 182 lbs. I dig rock and 
roll music the most. 

I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls, especially girls, between 17 and 23 years 
of age. Race. creed or color make no differ- 
ence. I like all sports and dancing. 

Howard Lee Joyner 
Route 3, Box 26 
Wilson, N. C. 

I have been a regular reader of TAN Mag- 
azine, and I would like to have my name pub- 
lished in your Pen Pal section. 

I am a Negro girl, 17 years old, ebony com- 
plexion, weigh 107 lbs., and I am 5’4” tall. 
My hobbies are dancing, jazz, basketball, ten- 
nis and traveling. I would like to correspond 
with boys between the ages of 18 and 25. 

Carole Davis 

36 Concanon Road, 
Brixton, London, S.W.2. 
England 

I am a monthly reader of Tan and would 
appreciate it very much if you would publish 
my name in your Pen Pal section. 

I am 33 years old, have black hair, brown 
eyes and tan complexion. I’m 5’9” tall and 
weigh 180 Ibs. I would like to correspond with 
young ladies between the ages of 24 and 30, 
no matter of color or creed. I enjoy all my 
hobbies which are good music, swimming, auto 
racing and most other sports. 

Homer Haynes, Jr. 
P. O. Box 351 
Moultrie, Ga. 

I am a fan of Tan, and I would like very 
much if you would print my name in your Pen 
Pals column. 

I am 17 years of age, 54” and weigh 110 lbs. 
I have reddish blond hair, brown eyes. light 
complexion. I would like to correspond with 
boys and girls all over the United States be- 
tween the ages 18 to 26. 

Sandra Moore 
15862 Muirland 
Detroit 38, Mich. 

I’m an avid reader of TAN Magazine, and 
I must say it’s the best in my book. I am in 
the U. S. Marine Corps, and I’m now in the 
Far East. 

IT am 5’'11” tall, weigh 171 lbs.. have brown 
eves, black hair and brown complexion. I’m 
19 years of age, and would like to correspond 
with young women ranging from 17 to 21 years 
of age. My hobbies are dancing, flying and 


singing. 
P.F.C. Edward C. Fields, 
1916100 U.S.M.C. 
Ration Co. A.S.D. BN. 
3rd. F.S.R.(-) F.M.F. 
c/o Fleet Post Office 
San Francisco, Calif. 

My name is Frances Hunter and I’m a de- 
voted reader of Tan. I would appreciate it very 
much if you would enter my name in the Pen 
Pal section of TaN Magazine. 

I’m 19 years old, and medium complexion, 
5/11” tall, and I weigh 120 lbs. Would appre- 
ciate hearing from young men and women 20 
to 25 years old. 

Miss Frances Hunter 
318 W. 8th St. 
Plainfield, N. J. 


Venezuelan, 24 years old, student; wishes to 
exchange letters and books with people from 
all the world. Please write English or Spanish 
to: 

Braulio Gabriel Chacares 

Calle Guayaquil No. 28 

Urbanizacion Sucre 

Barcelona, Venezuela, 

South America 

| am a regular reader of TAN, and think it 

is wonderful. | would be very grateful if you 

would enter my name in your Pen Pals col- 
umns. 

| am 19 years old, 5’5” tall, and weigh 140 
lbs. | have brown eyes, black hair and a light 
brown complexion. My hobbies are reading, 
writing, and listening to music of all kinds. 
I would like to correspond with young men 
and women between the ages of 19 and 28, 
especially servicemen. 

Velma Green 

482 Albany Rd. 

Shreveport, La. 

| hope you can help me out with your Pen 

Pals correspondence. I have been reading TAN 

for a long time and really enjoy it. I would 

like to correspond with pals anywhere, re- 

gardless of race, creed or nationality, old or 
young. 

| am 21, 5’8”, weigh 175 lbs., have black hair 
and dark brown eyes. I like all kinds of 
sports. especially football (Rugby) and box- 
ing. I also like music and the movies. 

Raphael Fenuku 

C.214/2 Momotse Ave. 

Adabraka, Accra 

Ghana, West Africa 

| read TAN quite often, and now I wish you 
would enter my name in the Pen Pals column. 

[ am 21 years old, 5’2%” tall, weigh 137 
Ibs., and have brown complexion. At the 
present | am attending college and working 
nights. I enjoy good music, especially jazz, 
most sports, and good books. Would like to 
correspond with lonely soldiers, and will appre- 
ciate letters from anyone. 

Betty Patterson 
820 East 57th St. 
Chicago 37, Ill. 


Congratulations to TAN Magazine, on being 
one of the top magazines in the nation. It’s 
certainly the best I’ve read. May your success 
continue. 

| would like to have my name listed in your 
Pen Pals section. I am a college student, 20 
years old. and would like having girl Pen Pals 
around 20 years old . . . up to around 30, but 
I will answer all those who write. Thanks. 

Norman Gastel 
Box 711 

115 E. Sixth Ave. 
Gary, Ind. 


| would sincerely thank you if you would 
please be so kind as to publish my name in 
your Pen Pals section. 
| am 17 years of age. My hair is black, and 
complexion light brown. My hobbies are mu- 
sic, reading, writing, dancing, and anything 
else that’s interesting. I would like to cor- 
respond with boys and girls of all countries 
and all races, from the ages of 16 to 21. 
Joyce Bracey 
90 Downing St. 
Brooklyn 38, N. Y. 
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By Eve Lynne 


D EAR EVE: 


I’m very much in love with a girl who is 
fifteen years old. I’m seventeen. and I met 
her at school when I came here from an- 
other state. My problem is, she said, and 
still says. that she loves me, but she told 
me that her parents wouldn’t let her date. 
But I hear that she dates often. and with 
the same boy. I don’t know if it is so. be- 
cause I live twenty-eight miles from her. 
and don’t see her too much except at 
school. 

There is another girl that has a crush on 
me, but I still love the first girl. Do you 
think it is an impossibility? Which would 
be wise—to choose the first one, and forget 
the one, who likes me, or do the opposite? 


Troubled E. 


Dear Troubled E.: 

If there is some real basis for believing 
the hearsay evidence, your first young lady, 
no matter how desirable, isn’t very honest. 
It?s human nature to want something that is 
difficult to reach, and to reject the easier 
prize. Sometimes this is a mistake. Perhaps 
you shouldn’t “go steady” with anyone yet 
—a casual friendship with both girls, and 
others too, will help you get to know them 
and yourself much better. 


Dear Eve: 

I’m sixteen years old. My boy friend 
and I have been separated for two months, 
and during this time, he has been asking 
me for- another chance. I think that he 
really loves me. My problem is, what 
should I do? 

Troubled 


Dear Troubled: 

If you’re uncertain, better keep it on a 
casual, occasional-date basis, instead of go- 
ing steady again. The on-again off-again 
bit is not the best climate for togetherness, 
either now or later. 





Dear Eve: 

I have a problem that I consider terribly 
important. I am a girl of eighteen years. I 
can’t or don’t understand myself, and am 
terribly lonesome. I am considered sort of 
attractive, but no one really cares. 

I had been going with a boy from the 
time I was fourteen, until I was seventeen, 
then we broke up. He still comes around 
sometimes, and says he still likes me, but 
I don’t believe we could make it again. 

In a way, I feel there is no hope that Ill 
ever get along with boys. I am neat always. 
but that doesn’t help. No one is made of 
steel. We can stand only so much. I need 
hope and courage to go on. Please try and 
help me. 

M. 


Dear M.: 

Don’t you think eighteen is a little too 
soon to withdraw from the game of life? 
Sure, a broken romance throws you for 
awhile, but that’s all a part of it—you 
learn something and you bounce back. 

Put this boy completely out of your 
mind, stop concentrating on your own 
wounds, and look around! “More fish in 
the sea” is an old saying, but still good. 


Dear Eve: 

I am very much in love with a white boy. 
I am a Negro. He sits almost by me in 
study hall in school. He watches me, and 
every time I look at him he’s looking. I 
don’t mind in the least. but this can’t go 
on forever. I was wondering if you could 
give me some advice. 


Wish He Were Mine 


Dear Wish: 

Why don’t you just treat him as a 
“person,” as you would any other boy, and 
not as someone belonging to a particular 
race or group? | think that is perhaps the 
eventual hope and aim of all mankind. It’s 
a long, long road to go, but we have to 
start somewhere. 


Dear Eve: 

I am twenty-two years old. and a school- 
teacher. I have been going with a young 
man teacher for over a year. Last year we 
worked in the same schoo] system, he. his 
wife and I. We all were fired from our 
positions. He says he loves me very much, 
and I am very much in love with him. 

Please tell me what to do. Will we ever be 
married? Will he get a divorce from her? 


: 


Dear T.: 

How can you teach, when you haven’t 
yet learned? The school system has placed 
the stamp of disapproval on all three of 
you, including the wife, however you may 
be reasonably certain that this man won’t 
divorce his wife unless she forces him to, 
one way or another. She still holds the 
best hand, and as far as the situation be- 
tween the two of them is concerned, you’re 
still out of the picture: You'd better stay 
that way for awhile. 
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ENJOY 
STEADY PAY 


EVERY DAY 
AS A 


NURSE 





LEARN AT HOME 
IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can 
change your whole life. You can enjoy 
security, independence and freedom from 
money worries . . . there is no recession 


in Nursing. You can earn up to $65.00 a 
week in good times or bad as a Practical 











YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT iM- 
PORTANT ... mature and older women are 
also desperately needed. In just a few 
short weeks from now, you should be able 
to accept your first cases. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the 
FREE complete information right now. 
There is no cost or obligation and no 
salesman will call upon you. You can 
make your decision to be a Nurse in the 
privacy of your own home. We will send 
you without obligation, your FREE sam- 
ple lesson pages, and your FREE folder 
“Nursing Facts.” 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
ROOM 17A111 — 121 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 


MAIL Co; 


UPON TODAY FOR 


| FREE 
NURSES BOOK Ey TNT») 
LESSON aa 


- MPLE 
PAGES 





I Post GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING I 
BROOM 17A111 —121 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. @ 
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Vali MANY years. have 
passed since it was first suggested 
that ‘heaven would protect the working 


y f 
Yirlk,. SOME QI 


the old ideas and institu- 
tions still cause her to have problems 
today. In many of the professions. in 
business and in the industrial world. the 
woman is, In many instances. considered 


| class on the work scale. She may 


secon 
identical. education. 
tion. skill and ability 
next desk. but he is considered for pro- 

olion 


have the prepara- 


as the man at the 


faster. his ideas are usually more 


acceptable. and his paycheck is large 
than hers. 


Dr. Helen W. is 


Chemist in a large industrial firm. A br 


fiant student throughout her acaden 
career. Helen was « se to-achieving he 
scientific goal. However. one after tl 
Other of her fellow assistants ill ome 


were advanced, moved on to 


ent research 


s 


in her same positior 
Finally. although hating t 


she had to do so. sh 


ficient and skillful as she per- 


ms her daily duties, the working 


still has many problems, not re- 


rding the work, but because of her sex 
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ie head of her department. A kindly 
ind fatherly looking old gentleman. Dr. 


lt. was. as always. pleased to see Helen 


sme into his office. But when he learned 


the nature of her visit. surprise, almost 


uisternation, replaced his pleasant. 
eaming manner. 
“But my dear child.” he stammered. 


hviously trving to think of the right 


thing to say. “I thought vou were happy 


vour position!” 
“It’s not that | am unhappy.” Helen 


xplained. beginning to see how dithcult 


that I'd 


like to have the feeling of accomplish- 


her ‘case’ was. “It's only that 


ment. and know that my work amounted 
ia) something. Like Dr. Jones!” 

She blurted out the last. although she 
hadn't meant to call names or make com- 
parisons with Ed Jones. who had just 
received a promotion from her depart- 
ment. ; 

A little frown passed quickly over Di— 
R.’s face. and he answered slowly. “Why. 
vou know your work is excellent. Helen. 


and you're better many times over than 


many of those fellows down there in the 
lab. but T never thought vou wanted—”~ 

He stopped. again searching for 
words. Helen remained silent. sorry that 
she had come. wishing she had majored 
in home economics in school. wishing 
she Was dead. 

Dr. R. had found a way to sav it. and 
was continuing. smiling brightly. “You 
see. | alwavs think that any day vou may 
decide‘to get married—-now. now. don't 
protest. You're young and pretty. and 


when the right boy comes along. well, 


vice president, but 
pr is still uncertain 








“Light 
skin witht 


your 


beauty” 


says famous model Helen Williams 
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She ian Pond’s Vanishing Cream 


Completely non-irritating—yet leaves skin looking 
lighter, refines pores, does away with oily shine! 


Glamorous Helen Williams is as famous in Paris, 
where she recently modeled, as in New York! 
Helen says, ‘‘! love the light, golden look Pond’s 
/anishing Cream gives my skin. It feels so sooth- 
ng, too!’’ Unlike harsh bleaching creams, this 
gentile cream never irritates normal skin. It ac- 
tually smooths and softens! 
Checks oiliness to discourage blackheads, too! 
ight, greaseless Pond’s Vanishing Cream re- 
fines pores, prevents oily shine. Use it by itself 
to give your skin a velvety finish, or as a base to 
keep make-up flawless. Light up your beauty 
with Pond's Vanishing Cream! 





THERE 
FOR YOUR EVERY BEAUTY NEED 


S A POND’'S CREAM 











Does the working girl 
find freedom, and inde- 
pendence, or is she a 
victim of progress? 


we'll just have to lose you. We'll be 
sorry, but we'll be glad, too!” 

He sat back, hands clasped in front of 
him, positively beaming now. Helen real- 
ized, with a feeling of hopelessness, that 
Dr. R. was already mentally seeing her 
in her wedding gown, then in the kitchen 
of her home wearing a frilly apron, then 
in the nursery with the children— 

She jumped up and, mumbling a few 
polite words in confusion and embarrass- 
ment, rushed out of the office before he’d 


| begin humming the wedding march. 
| Back at her own lab table, she felt the 


same futility and bleakness that she'd 
known her freshman year in college 


| when her chemistry professor had said 
| almost the same things Dr. R. just told 
| her. 





What does marriage have to do with 


my work now, she thought, even if | do | 


marry ? 
But somehow, Helen knew she could 


| find no answer to the happy, glazed- 
over look in Dr. R.’s eyes as he ‘put her | 


in her place,’ and that she’d probably 
never gain a position of real responsi- 
bility. 

Whereas many employers do feel this 
way about women workers, either con- 
sciously or subconsciously, another haz- 
ard for the young working woman is her 
own feelings along the same line. It is 


quite true and reasonable to suppose that 


many girls are simply working as a stop- 
gap between school and the hoped-for 
happy marriage and family. What of the 
girl who becomes too well accustomed 
to her independence, and to the ‘manner 
in which she can support herself’? 

Connie S. is executive secretary to the 
vice president of a large insurance firm. 
Good fortune, and her own poise and 
excellent skills had shot her right to the 
top in her field only a few years after she 
finished business school. She led a very 
full life, dating, having lots of fun, with 
no problems or worries. 

Connie had dated several men of her 
acquaintance quite casually; however, 


| Larry C., a very persistent and aggres- 
| sive young man had finally, and happily, 


narrowed the (Continued on Page 74) 
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Nat King Cole 


a 


On The Recof@ig 


ag NAT KING COLE STORY/Nat King Cole (Capitol) : In a fitting tribute to 

Nat King Cole, one of the greatest recording stars of all time, CAPITOL Records 
presents a three-record album of his greatest hits, surveying the fabulous Cole 
career from 1943 to 1961. Beautifully encased in a gold-colored, simulated bound 
volume, the set includes an illustrated 24-page booklet with articles written by three 
noted jazz critics, Leonard Feather, Ralph Gleason, and George Simon. 

The three disks contain thirty-six songs spanning the eighteen years of Nat Cole’s 
recording career, beginning with Straighten Up And Fly Right, the first number 
he recorded on his first session in November, 1943. The final selection on Side Six 
is Wild Is Love, taken from the album of the same name. 

In between are the following favorites which, for the Nat King Cole fan, are a 
better chronicle of the years than any calendar: Sweet Lorraine, It’s Only A Paper 
Moon, Route 66!, For Sentimental Reasons, The Christmas Song, Nature Boy, Lush 
Life, Calypso Blues, Mona Lisa, Orange Colored Sky, Too Young, Unforgettable, 
Somewhere Along The Way, Walkin’ My Baby Back Home, Pretend, Blue Gardenia, 


I Am In Love, Answer Me, My Love, Smile, Darling, Je Vous Aime Beaucoup, The | | 


Sand And The Sea, If | May, A Blossom Fell, To The Ends Of The Earth, Night 
Lights, Ballerina, Stardust, Send For Me, St. Louis Blues, Looking Back, Non 
Dimenticar, Paradise, Oh, Mary, Don’t You Weep, and Ay, Cosita Linda. 

Concerning the monumental venture, Cole commented: “It was a great trick 
redoing some of these tunes. The way I think | feel now, I’m a little amazed that 
I picked some of them originally, but I’m glad that my choices turned out so well. 
You know, we didn’t have to change a single key when we remade them. In fact, I 
find that I’m singing out more than I used to, holding back less. An old music 
teacher once told me, ‘You've got a lot of voice you haven’t even used yet.’ ” 

Nat’s teacher knew what he was talking about, on the basis of this latest record- 
ing. For the strength, the warmth and the charm of these long-remembered favor- 
ites—over a twenty-year span—suggest that Cole has not yet reached his peak, 
and that there is much more to come which will be added to the best of Cole. 
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SKYLARK MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE .. . 
YOU MUST BE SATISFIED OR YOUR MONEY BACK 


SKYLARK ORIGINALS Dept. 71-11 

Asbury Park, New Jersey 

Please send me Style 909 

(1 | enclose full amount plus 30c handling 
charge. This saves me all COD and extra post- 
age charges. 

(1 | enclose $ Deposit. Rush my order 

() Send COD. | will pay postman price, plus post- 
age and handling fee. 

| may return garment in 10 days, if not satisfied 
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ons apartment building loomed fifty 
stories in the air, it seemed. As I 
jumped excitedly out of the taxi I took 
a look upwards and practically fell over 
backwards without really seeing the top 
of the building. 

Man, what I wouldn’t give to live in a 
joint like this! Maybe up in the pent- 
house! Then everybody would have to 
call me “Mr. Robert Ranson.” 

Then I could come home every night 
with a fine broad hung on my arm. It 
would be swinging! 

I had finally convinced little Mary Lee 
Brant, down at the office, that she just 
couldn’t want a more understanding 
friend than me. Especially since | held 
such a responsible job there. And she 
was only confidential secretary to the 
boss. There were things I could do for 
her. 

I could tell that Mary Lee didn’t get 
around much because she didn’t talk 
about dates like those other girls. And 
Mary always dressed just a bit too old- 
fashioned, with glasses and high-necked 
blouses. Thinking about it, this apart- 
ment building even seemed too modern 
for her. 

But then, her movements weren’t old- 
fashioned. She had a full bosom and 
those hips did everything but send out 
short-wave messages when she walked. 
I suspected that Mary Lee had some fire 
down inside and it just needed priming 
by somebody like me. I guess I had 


BUT GOOD! 


I had waited so long 
for her love. How could 


I know what it meant 





when she finally said yes? | 


I didn’t know I was 



















hounded her to death for a date. 

It had taken me a full six months to 
finally get her to invite me up to her 
apartment. Now I was on my way, stand- 
ing here outside the building. I could 
almost smell the perfume she always 
wore. 

In the cab I had been picturing to my- 
self how Mary Lee and I would make it 
that evening: ; 

... It’s all over now . . . We've had 
dinner in her living room and have set- 
tled down comfortably. She breathes 
heavily as I settle beside her, both of us 
spent from just having literally touched 
the stars . . 

. . . It had been exciting and beauti- 
ful, like two daredevils in harmony yet 
in chaos, plunging toward the Falls at the 
end of the Niagara River . . . We hear 
the roar come ever closer, exciting be- 
cause we're living dangerously, some- 
how knowing that we will survive the 
plunge without our being crushed on the 
rocks below. 

Sure enough, just as we arrive at the 
brink of the Falls, when our “doom” 
seems certain, we are suddenly lifted 
free as birds, soaring ever higher until 
we are floating on soft, downy white 
clouds as our love swirls about us, gen- 
tle as warm summer raindrops. . . 

When I came to my senses in the 
cab, I suddenly realized that I was hot 
around the collar and my palms were 
moist. 

Now, in the lobby of Mary Lee’s 
apartment building I was reaching for 
the telephone. A nervous shiver ran 
through me as I heard the buzz sound 
for Suite 2131, Mary Lee’s apartment. 

I couldn’t believe that I had gotten 
this close. 

“Hello,” Mary Lee’s voice said coolly, 
giving me a pleasurable sensation down 
to my toes. “Hi, Mary Lee,” I answered, 
trying to act real cool but knowing that 
the excitement of our meeting in a few 
moments was something | had long 


hoped and worked for. 


“This is Bill. Hope I’m not too early. 
I’m down in the lobby.” 

“Oh, Bill!” she replied. “Can you 
wait there in the lobby for about ten 
minutes? I seem to be all fingers to- 


night. Please wait. Then come up and 
I promise you that we'll have a nice 
quiet evening together.” 

“Sure baby, I mean, Mary Lee,” I 
stammered, wishing I could rush up 
there then and grab her. “Fine,” she 
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“Perfect 
make-up ~ 
base 


for oily 
skin” 





“Greasy foundation creams and 
make-up bases gave me a real 
problem. Everything I tried caused 
my make-up to smear, but when I 
switched to Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as my make-up 
base, my problems were over.’’ 


Cre Wilber, 


Cleveland, Ohio 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy, the perfect 
base for make-up. Keeps you looking 
your freshest and best 
at all times, without 
bothersome retouching. 
® Remove make-up with Black 
and White Cleansing Cream. 
Soften your skin with Black and 


White Cold Cream. Generous 
jars—only 35¢ each. 


BLACK and WHITE 
VANISHING CREAM 


SIX TRANSISTOR RADIO 
— © Fits Purse or Pecket 

° Full Aedf 

© Compare at Twice 








the Price 
Big. powerful, fine quality transistor 
set with hy battery, 
carrying case. Send check or money 
order. $16.50 


EARN‘50 = 
70 $250 wee 


ON TRIAL! 

SENT RE If you want extra cash money, 
then this is your Ye ge yd to earn it, 
.. .in spare hours that suit you. Just show our 
$10 Cosmetics Display Kit to Friends, Neigh- 
bors, showing and using: 6 full age packages, 






















enjoy showing and using: 6 full size pa 5 
samplers, trial sizes and easy to follow plan that 
tells how to start ing money the your 
kit arrives. Our preven plan really werks. 
Join over 2,000 men and women who are glad 
they started a? ge Offer limited. To get your 
$10 Cosmetics Kit send name and se te} re 
$1 to help pay postage and packing cost of kit to 
LUCKY REART COSMETICS, Dept. 2. MEMPUIS, TENN. 
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I never had a chance. 
Maybe I didn’t deserve 


one—maybe Iwas wrong 


said. “Ill see you in a few minutes.” 

“And Bill, I didn’t mind you calling 
me baby. As a matter of fact, I loved 
it!” she exclaimed. “See you in a few 
moments. Bye.” 

She hung up, leaving me there won- 
dering how I was going to wait ten min- 
utes, wishing that I could rush upstairs 
at the instant and sweep her off her feet. 

I walked into the lobby, tastefully dec- 
orated with foam rubber-furniture. Soft 
light glowed from electric candelabra on 
the walls. I sat in an oversized chair and 
sort of slouched down, letting the rich- 
ness of the well-made chair cradle me 
like I was a baby snuggling in its moth- 
er’s lap. 

Several other fine broads came into 
the lobby and looked at me surprised. 
Man, they were all sharp! I kept watch- 
ing the time. It was turning out to be 
the longest ten minutes | ever knew. 

“Hurry up, baby, hurry. Daddy is 
suffering,” I said to myself softly. And 
I was off on another daydream, imag- 
ining that Mary Lee and | were up there 
in 2131 living it up: Hungrily we find 
each other, and the world stands still as 
fulfillment of what I have always consid- 
ered the impossible becomes real and 
sweet in the shelter of Mary Lee’s arms 
. . « “Mary Lee,” I whisper, “you don’t 
know how long I have waited for this 
moment.” “Nor I, Billy,” she whispers 
as we find love . 

. . » The nearness of Mary Lee sends 
pleasurable tingles through me... | 
look into her rapturously-soft, ecstatic 
face. I see desire. And then, there we 
are again, each responding to the other’s 
needs .. . 

. . « We hold a long kiss as sparks of 
love gleam and glitter around us, send- 
ing a long-lasting shower of light over 
the earth. Then we are still and silent 
as we drift dreamily back to the ecstatic 
quiet... 

“Paging Mr. Ranson,” I heard a voice 
calls. “Here,” I almost shouted as I saw 
an attendant walking through the lobby. 
“Telephone, Mr. Ranson, the one off the 
hook over there in the house phone sec- 
tion.” “Thanks,” I said, suddenly real- 
izing that I was ten minutes overdue. 

“Bill!” I said into the phone. “Oh, 


Bill,” Mary Lee laughed. For a moment, 
I thought that you were going to miss 
my little party. And after all your months 
of planning.” “I would rather cut off 
my left hand,” I said, mustering a laugh 
in return. Mary Lee sounded more sure 
of herself than I had ever heard and | 
could hardly wait to hang up and get to 
her room. “I guess I must have dozed 
off,” I said. 

“Well, come on up here and maybe 
I'll let you go to sleep up here, after 
awhile,” she laughed again. “Okay,” | 
said and hung up. 

Apparently someone was having a 
party upstairs because there must have 
been fifty well-dressed people waiting for 
the elevators. Several of them turned to 
look at me with raised eyebrows. | 
glared back at them, wishing that one 
might say something to me so that | 
could tell them something. But nobody 
did. 

After five more minutes, | managed 
to get a place in front of an elevator 
and was the first one to get on. Several 
fine broads got on but they all had es- 
corts. I stood back in a corner and looked 
up at the ceiling. trying to whistle to 
myself to keep cool. If I hadn’t been 


going up to visit Mary Lee, I might have | 





made the terrible mistake of saying | 


something fresh to one of them. 


The self-operating elevator began its | 


climb. But the place was as busy as 


Grand Central Station. Five would get | 


off and seven would get on at nearly 
every floor. 


The first time I looked at Mary Lee. 


I felt that she would really be something 
to be with after the lights go down low. 


But with her quiet, reserved manner, | 


never thought that I would ever make it. 
At first, I would come in contact with 
her by giving her orders for supplies 


which I was required to do as chief of © 


the public relations department. She 
seemed to detect the fact of my giving 
her orders that way. 

But she almost seemed to take delight 
when a bit later I began offering to bring 
her coffee and cigarettes when I went out 
on my coffee breaks. She didn’t mingle 
with the rest of the staff, just sat behind 
her desk during the breaks and read. 

As the days rolled by, we got a little 
closer. But she remained pretty much the 
same old way. Once, as I walked hur- 
riedly around a corner to the water 
cooler, | bumped into her as she was 
bent over the (Continued on Page 72) 


Sd 








a a 


yment, 
) miss 
10nths 
ut off 

laugh 


e sure § 


and | 
get to 
dozed 


maybe 
after 
ay,” | 


ing a 
t have 
ng for 
ned to 
ws. | 
at one 


that I | 





obody i 


naged 

evator | 
everal ' 
ad es- | 


looked 


stle to 


+ been | 
t have | 


saying 


‘an its 
Isy as 


Id get | 
nearly | 


y Lee. | 
ething | 


n low. 
ner, | 
ake it. 


t with | 
ipplies | 


rief of 


She | 


giving | 


Jelight 
» bring 
ent out 
mingle 
behind 
ad. 

a little 
ich the 
d hur- 
water 
le was 


ze 72) 


ee 








Poetry Corner 


Holiday Lees 


Scarlet embers, 

Silver laughter, 
Mistletoe 

Hung from a rafter,— 
Candles stepping 

Star to star,— 
Wrappings from 

A candy bar,— 

Carol dusk 

With dome of blue,— 
Many things 

A bold lad knew. ... 
Each recall 

That I will wait 

Your returning— 
Soon or late. 


—Gladys Martin 


Way Of A Maid 


I told myself just what I’d do: 

I vowed I’d be aloof with you, 
And very proud and debonair, 
And never show how much I care. 


These things I vowed within my 
heart, 

And yet I weep when we’re apart; 

I phone when you don’t come or 
call, 

And I’m not debonair at all. 


I’m meek and mild, and so afraid 
That you will séek another maid, 
I trail my pride in humble dust— 
I don’t know why, but dear, I 

must! 
—Pauline Booker 


Christmas Deduction 


I like you best by candlelight 
When all is warm and gay 
And spiced with tinseled cedar 
To greet the Christmas Day. .. . 
I like you best in winter? ? 
But I liked you best last fall! . . . 
Guess each day we spend together 
I like you best of all. 

—Gladys Martin 

















NADINOLA: = 


BLEACHING CREAM 
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Wonderful things happen 


when your complexion is clear, bright, Nadinola-light 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, which helps to cause 
blackheads, cheat you of charm. 
Chase away those bad-complex- 
ion blues with NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream. It will do such beau- 
tiful things to your skin, improve 
it so many ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient is the secret of NADINOLA’s 
effectiveness. Gently, surely, it 
acts to brighten and lighten your 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


. Yo cy 


complexion, helps combat black- 
heads and externally caused pim- 
ples. Soon your skin feels cleansed 
and cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be pleased or your 
money back! There are two types 
of NADINOLA—one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Chattanooga, Tenn. 





FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is 
fnon-oily. Brightens skin, 
lessens shine at the 
same time. 75¢ to $2 


FOR DRY SKIN 
The original Nadinola 
is enriched with fine 

cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 25¢ to $1.25 
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PARIS BLUES 


It may not seem right for one picture to have everything, but Paris Blues al- 
most does just that—there’s music, young love, and the lovely city itself. The music 
is supplied by Sidney Poitier as Eddie Cook, a Negro sax player who has found in France 





Four For Fun 


the freedom he did not have at home; 
Paul Newman as Ram Bowen, white trom- 
bone player, band leader and hopeful com- 
poser; and Louis (Wild Man Moore) 
Armstrong, who leads a jam session to end 
all jam sessions at Ram’s club, “The 
Cave.” 

The love element is delightfully sup- 
plied by two young American tourists visit- 
ing Paris—Joanne Woodward as Lillian, 
and Diahann Carroll as Connie. The four 
meet as soon as the boat docks, or literally, 
the train, and from that moment on the 
destination is romance. There are prob- 
lems, and the road to love is sometimes 
tortuous, but with this cast, and Paris in 
the background, it only adds to the fun. 

Between times of finding romance and 
trying to solve their problems, the young 
couples discover all the tastes and sensa- 
tions of the city light—-walking the streets 
at dawn, having the famed onion soup for 
breakfast, watching the fishing along the 
banks of the Seine. “We are the night peo- 
ple,” Ram says, and he truly is. 


THE DEVIL AT 4 O'CLOCK 


A disillusioned, whisky-drinking priest, a trio of atheist convicts, a band of leprosy- 
ridden children and an awesome volcano are the primary ingredients of Columbia 


Pictures new film, The Devil At 4 O’Clock. 


Part of the movie’s strength lies in its cast: Spencer Tracy and Frank Sinatra, as 


priest and convict, respectively, star, and 
draw fine support from a seasoned cast 
which features two stardom-bound newcom- 
ers, Bernie Hamilton, brother of jazz 
musician Chico Hamilton, and strikingly 
beautiful Barbara Luna. 

The story is of the efforts of a Catholic 
priest to rebuild the foundation of his faith 
when the old has been ravaged by the rot 
of hate, distrust and squalor. In doing so, 
he must enlist the aid of the three convicts, 
whose very atheist arrogance is another 
cross for him to bear. And hovering over 
the bubbling mixture is a terrifying time- 
clock—the belching volcano. 

While the priest and the convicts all find 
their God, this screenplay (written by Liam 





Four For Terror 


O’Brien and directed by Mervyn LeRoy) has perhaps found the best way to deal with 
the Negro in films. In The Devil At 4 O’Clock, Bernie Hamilton is a principal player. 
The fact that he happens to be, in real life, a Negro, has no bearing in the film. The 
part he plays is not a “Negro” part. He is simply one of a band of men facing the 
hells of living and the uncertainties of dying. And for all of them, the words of the 
Spanish proverb loom large: “It is hard for a man to be brave when he knows he is 


going to meet the devil at 4 o’clock.” 
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LOVE 


| hs NEVER FORGOTTEN Doctor 

Abram’s words that day in the hos- 
pital. They had given me strength and 
courage, and made it possible for me to 
forgive myself—just a little. 

“The past is over and done with, Judy. 
Put it behind you. You have paid your 
debt in full. Now you can start over 
again with a clean slate.” 

Yes, I had believed him. I had to or 
remain emotionally crippled for the rest 
of my life, and spoil my chance for a 
worthwhile future. But now, in the space 
of time that it had taken a radio an- 
nouncer to state a fact, Doctor Abram’s 
words became a mockery. 





Ken and I were riding home from the 
show. The car radio was playing a 
Frank Sinatra song that we particularly 
liked. Ken’s right arm was around me, 
thanks to power steering, and | was snug- 
gled close. Then, almost as if in a sub- 
conscious warning for what lay ahead, 
I found myself thinking—lI’m so lucky to 
have Ken, to have the love of a wonder- 


ful man and the promise of a happy 
future. 


Ken had asked me to marry him the 
night before, and I’d said yes, with joy 
and gratitude. He was everything | 
wanted in a husband, and his proposal 


was God’s proof that I had been for- 
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given. That the right to a decent love 
and to marriage was mine at last. 

Ken worked in the same division as | 
lid at City Hall in Los Angeles. He was 
, drafting engineer and I was a secre- 
tary. I hadn’t paid much attention to 
him when I’d first gotten the civil serv- 
ce job. He was a quiet man who sel- 
dom even looked up to say hello. Most 

f the men in our division were more 
than anxious to be friendly. 

[hen one day Mr. Brennen, head of 
ur division, called me into his office. 
‘Miss King, I'd like you to assist Ken 
Latham in his report. There will be some 
shorthand involved and several pages to 
ty pe.” 

‘Yes, sir,” I said. I was pleased that 
he’d picked me. The chance to do a good 
ob might even lead to a promotion. 

“After you, Miss King,” Ken Latham 
gestured toward his tiny cubicle of an 
ice. 

[ really looked at him for the first 
time. He was perhap twenty-five, a tall, 
slim man with wide shoulders and curly 
black hair. He was not really handsome, 
but with the sort of face I liked, a face 
with kindness and strength in it. Ken 
Latham was the sort of man to feel safe 
with, I decided. 

Deciding on that quality in a man was 
something I always did right away. | 
put them in two categories, the safe kind 
nd the dangerous kind. You learn to 
lo that when you’ve had your life torn 
apart. 

[ was still working for Ken when 
lunch time came. 

Shall we eat together, Miss King?” 
he asked. “I’d like to combine business 
with pleasure.” For the first time he 
niled, looking boyishly handsome. 

‘hat was how it all started for Ken 
ind me. Business definitely took a back 
eat to pleasure that day. In fact, it 

isn’t even discussed. Instead we got 
cquainted, discovering a mutual inter- 
est in things like fried shrimp, Frank 
inatra records, dancing and bowling. 

Ken told me that he’d been reared in 
Glendale, gone to college at L.A. State, 
nd now lived with a married sister and 

r family. He was twenty-three, young- 
r than I’d thought, and with no steady 

| friend. 

I've been too busy getting started 
ind too broke to afford one,” he said. 
But now that I’ve paid back the money 
| borrowed to go to college and my car 

paid for, I’m ready to have fun. Tell 
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me about yourself, Judy.” 

The old, familiar stab of memory 
came back. The part I never did and 
never would tell about. Deliberately | 
thrust it away. 

“I live in Pasadena with my parents 
and two younger sisters,” I told him. 
“I’m twenty and unattached. The rest 
of the vital statistics you can see for 
yourself.” I laughed with a forced gaiety. 
I didn’t want to talk or even to think 
about the past. Today and tomorrow 
were all that mattered. 

“And very nice vital statistics, Miss 
Judy King!” Ken added, the interest 
showing in his eyes. 

We had our first date the following 
Saturday night. We went to the Aragon 
Ballroom in Santa Monica to dance. It 
was a wonderful evening full of easy talk 
and frequent laughter. 

It ended perfectly. Ken didn’t even 
try to kiss me. That was a welcome re- 
lief from the usual battle of having to 
prove that I was a “nice girl.” 

We dated every weekend after that. 
When the awareness of love finally came 
we both knew that it was the real thing. 
We had been friends first, and that was 
so important. To like a person besides 
loving them meant that a marriage had 
every chance of being successful. 

Oh, yes, everything was perfect— 
almost. There was still the secret part 
of me that I could never share with Ken. 
I had to cheat him because I had no 
right to hurt him. 

My mother had told me, even before 
I met Ken, that I must never reveal the 
truth of what had happened to me. 
“You've been hurt, darling, but is that 
any reason to hurt the man you'll marry 
someday? Part of your punishment must 
be silence.” 

“Do you mean that I should keep it a 
secret from my husband?” I'd gasped. 

Her gentle arms had pulled me close. 
“That’s what I mean, Judy. The easy 
way out would be to unburden your guilt 
and ask for understanding and forgive- 
ness. But that would be cruel, darling. 
That would destroy a part of your hus- 
band—his right to respect you.” 

So I kept that hurt from Ken and tried 
to keep it from casting a shadow on our 
love. I told myself that what had hap- 
pened was a long time ago. That, as 
Doctor Abram had said, I’d paid my 
debt and had the right to happiness. 

The Frank Sinatra number ended and 
the news came on. I was so wrapped up 


in happy daydreams that I was scarcely 
aware of what the announcer was saying, 
until a name was spoken, a name that 
knifed through my heart and left me 
stunned beyond speaking. 

“Mrs. David Montgomery of Arcadia 
and her seven-year-old daughter, Natalie. 
were among the plane crash victims. Mr. 
Montgomery and a son, Robert, who 
didn’t accompany them on the ill-fated 
flight, are the only survivors of the so- 
cially prominent Arcadia family.” 

“Judy! Dearest, what’s wrong?” 
Ken’s frightened voice cut into my moan 
of horror. 

“It’s—those people—I know them—” 
I struggled for words. Safe words to ex- 
plain my shock. 

Ken’s arm tightened. “Darling, I’m 
so sorry.” Then a moment later he asked, 
“I’ve never heard you mention them. 
Are they friends of your family?” 


IT could not have 


both Ken and my 


son, so I had to 


make a decision 





Fear replaced shock. “Yes—yes that’s 
it. They used to live in Pasadena. I— 
baby sat for Natalie when I was a teen- 
ager.” 

“No wonder you’re upset! Would a 
good strong cup of coffee help?” 

“No! Please, Ken, I’d just like to go 
home.” The past was drowning out the 
present and it threatened to engulf me 
with all its fear and heartbreak. I had 
to get home, away from Ken, till I could 
get hold of myself. 

But in the safety of my bedroom | 
gave way to tears. It had been a long 
time since I had cried about Dave and 
Bobby. Now the pain of it was tearing 
me apart again. Doctor Abram was 
wrong! You never truly escaped the past. 


is STARTED SITTING for the Mont- 

gomerys just before my sixteenth 
birthday. They had a three-year-old 
daughter named Natalie, who was a 
black-eyed doll with lovely black curls. 
They belonged to several clubs and went 
out a great deal. 

Grace Montgomery was pretty in a 
cool kind of way, and seemed to care 
little for her husband. I couldn’t under- 
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stand it. David Montgomery was one of 
the handsomest men I’d ever seen, big 
and dark—the football player type. 

I got a mad crush on him and used 
to spend hours daydreaming all sorts 
of romantic things. But those dreams 
weren't any different than girls get on 
movie stars or singers. They were a nor- 
mal part of growing up. At first they 
were, I mean, until Dave got personal. 

It was the night after my birthday that 
it started. David had driven me home 
from sitting. We pulled up in front of 
our house, and instead of getting out 
right away he leaned over and kissed 
me. 

“Happy birthday, Judy. Sweet sixteen. 


future. On and on the dreams went. 

I was dating once a week then, but 
the boys all seemed so immature. I’d 
find myself comparing them to Dave and 
losing interest. I guess I was pretty im- 
possible those days. 


HEN SUDDENLY MY foolish, ro- 

mantic dreams changed into reality. 
Four months after my birthday Grace 
Montgomery went to Chicago to be with 
her sick mother. 
nursery school, stayed with Dave. After 
school I’d sit with her between the time 
the nursery bus delivered her and till 
Dave got home. 


When I'd hear his car drive up I’d 


Natalie, who was in 


é-the car, Bo 


an we'll play o ra "a l 


F 


uo” 


So very, very sweet.” 

Well, my heart almost burst with sur- 
prise and happiness. His kiss burned on 
my cheek, and I laid my fingers over 
it, wanting to keep that feeling there. 
To never lose the wonder of it. “Oh, 
Dave...” 

“Judy!” He must have realized how 
gone on him I was. I guess my heart 
was really showing. “If I were only 18 
instead of 28—” He left the rest of it 
unsaid. 

I all but floated into the house. And 
I hardly slept thinking about Dave, im- 
agining all sorts of wonderful things like 
Grace leaving him or something happen- 
ing to her. Nothing violent, just so she 
would be out of the picture. Then Dave 
would want me. I’d devote my whole life 
to making him happy, to being a mother 
to little Natalie. We’d have a heavenly 


= co ; — 


pes 





get goose pimples. I had learned to fix 
his martinis, and I always had supper 
started. I wanted him to realize how 
capable I was, how mature, how con- 
cerned about his comfort. 

He always complimented me and 
made a big fuss over how I spoiled him, 
and said he couldn’t get along without 
me. He even told me I was beautiful and 
had a figure that could drive a man 
crazy. No wonder I was head over heels 
in love. Puppy love, sure, but so won- 
derful and so real to me. 

One Friday night, a month after Grace 
had left, I was sitting for Natalie while 
Dave played poker. About midnight I 
was so sleepy that I couldn’t keep my 
eyes open another minute. I went into 
Dave and Grace’s room and laid down. 
Sleep came almost at once. 

I was having the most heavenly dream 


that Dave was kissing me—whispering 
sweet, tender things. I reached up my 
arms and then I knew I wasn’t dream- 
ing! It was really happening! Scared, 
I struggled to sit up. 

“Judy. Judy, baby. So sweet. Such a 
warm, loving little kitten . . .” His voice 
was slurred and I could smell the liquor 
on his breath. 

I could feel his hands too, doing things 
they shouldn’t, and I could feel the an- 
swering rush of hunger in my own body. 
Something new and overwhelming, some- 
thing wonderful and frightening. I kept 
saying no, but I didn’t really fight very 
hard. 

When I realized how far I had let Dave 
go I tried, oh honestly I tried, to pull 
away. That’s when he sort of sobbed, 
“I need you, Judy! Oh, baby, let me 
love you. I need your warmth—don’t 
say no, sweetheart!” 

I need you. Those were the words that 
defeated me. Dave needed me. Grace 
was cold and unloving. Their marriage 
was a nothing and he was so unhappy. 
I hugged him tight, wanting to give the 
love he asked for, wanting to quench the 
fire in myself. Beyond that I didn’t think. 
It was just Dave and me and the wonder- 
ful, wild feeling that swept away all 
caution. 

Afterwards I cried. Partly from pain 
and partly from the dawning horror of 
what I’d really done. Dave held me and 
kissed me and apologized over and over 
for what he’d done. 

“Too much to drink. And then find- 
ing you in bed so warm and desirable. 
God, Judy, I couldn’t help myself!” 

Say you love me, my heart pleaded. 
Don’t blame it on the drinking. Say 
you'll leave Grace and ‘we'll be together 
forever and ever. 

It happened three more times after 
that. I wish I could say it had only been 
that first time. I wish I could have 
blamed it on his drinking and me being 
caught by surprise. But the awful truth 
is, I wanted love. His love-making as 
well as his love. Just thinking about him 
made me weak and shaky. And when he 
put his arms around me, well I just 
melted. 

Dave talked about leaving Grace. 
Nothing definite, but he was planning on 
it I was sure. I used this to justify my 
actions. I'd really be his someday. What 
a fool I was! 

Then Grace came home. They didn’t 
call me to sit (Continued on Page 66) 
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E DAY WAS OFF to a bad start 
Why 


he grow up? I thought resent- 


1 it was all Larry’s fault! 


pretending to ignore his sullen 
while I bustled around getting 
ast. Richard would be down any 
And here was Larry, all set to 
hrough the meal! Couldn’t he see 
vould make Richard think he and 
ter had been right in trying to 
e me Larry was too young to 
the responsibilities of mar- 
Well, he had been only nine- 
but I was only eighteen myself and 
ch in love with him, their warn- 
iad fallen on deaf ears. A week 
| graduated, I’d run off and mar- 
[ was still very much in love 
him with our second wedding an- 
ry approaching. But lately—es- 
lly since my sister’s tragic fatal ill- 
had brought us back here to live— 
*n found myself thinking that 
got more childish, the older he 
id more selfish! Well, he needn’t 
was going to be selfish enough 
n my back on Richard and my 
sister’s child when they needed 
was doing the least I could do 
urn for all that Lois and Richard 
me for me. It wasn’t every sister 
certainly not every brother-in- 
married less than a year them- 
who took an orphaned fifteen- 
d girl into their home and treated 
th unfailing kindness and generos- 
ind Mr. Larry Allison better re- 
er that if they hadn’t done that, 
yer have come to Sheridan at all 
vever have met him! 
ood morning, Nina. Good morn- 


—and certainly not every brother-in- 
law—married less than a year them- 
selves, who took an orphaned fifteen- 
year-old girl into their home and treated 
her with unfailing kindness and generos- 
ity. And Mr. Larry Allison better re- 
member that if they hadn’t done that, 
I'd never have come to Sheridan at all 
and never have met him! 

“Good morning, Nina. Good morn- 


ing, Larry. It is a nice morning, isn’t — 
it? Looks like spring is really here at © 
last.” ; 
I turned around from the stoye to an- — 
swer Richard, touched to the bottom of 
my heart by his gallant courage. To a 
man stricken by the loss of a beloved — 
wife, spring was a hurt, salt in the 
wound, not a pleasure. But Richard was — 
grown up. He had the self-control not to — 





inflict his misery on others. While that 
two-year-old I was married to muttered 
an unsmiling “Morning” like he was the 
one who'd suffered a great loss! 
Trying to make up for Larry, I made 


a my own smile twice as bright as | actu- 
| ally felt, setting Richard’s eggs in front 
- of him. “Exactly three minutes, Rich- 


ard.” That was a little joke between us, 
dating from when I'd been a schoolgirl, 


living with him and Lois. Richard did 
like his eggs exactly three ininutes, not 
two and a half or three and a half and 
Lois had always been careful to see that 
little things like that were done just the 
way he wanted them. But I, a flighty 
girl then, hadn’t seen the importance of 
that until one morning when Lois was 
laid up and I fixed breakfast for Rich- 
ard and myself. Richard hadn’t scold- 


“Which is more impor- 
tant,” Larry yelled an- 
grily, “me, or your pre- 
cious duty to him?” 


ed me or been nasty about my careless- 
ness when his eggs turned out practically 
hardboiled. He’d teased me jokingly. 
Yet somehow, his teasing had made more 
of a lasting impression on me than if 
he’d thrown a fit. 

“And now maybe you can get around 
to frying mine.” Larry didn’t even make 
any attempt to sound teasing! “I’m not 
my own boss like Richard. I’ve got to 








get out of here in a hurry.” 

I felt like slapping him. If he had to 
make a fool of himself with his ridicu- 
lous jealousy, he could at least do it in 
private! Not show himself up in front of 
Richard of all people! My brother-in- 
law’s good opinion meant a lot to me. 
[ knew I had it but I wanted Larry to 
have it, too. And although Richard had 
never said a word against Larry since 
the day I’d married him over his and 
Lois’s objections, I strongly suspected he 
still had those objections. And Larry 
had certainly given him cause to hold on 
to them! 

“Your eggs are coming right up,” I 
said, trying my best to sound pleasant 
for Richard’s benefit. 

And he, God love him! acted like he 
hadn’t noticed Larry’s attitude, either. 

hink I better drive out after work to- 
day and take Dickie off his grandma’s 
hands. He’s been there a week today 
and that’s about as much of an active 
little boy as you can expect a woman 
Mother’s age to take.” 

“Well, you know I'll be glad to have 
Dickie back.” I couldn’t help putting a 
little extra emphasis into that declara- 
tion, remembering what Larrie had said 
during the course of last night’s temper 
tantrum. Accusing me of preferring to 
spend the rest of my life taking care of 
omeone else’s child instead of having 
any of my own! Did he think I didn’t 
know that from the day we got married 
intil the day we moved in here, he’d 
been scared to death I’d get pregnant be- 
fore we could afford a child! 

I'd been scared I would, too. On 
what Larry made at the supermarket, 

barely made ends meet. And our 
tiny flat wasn’t the kind of home or in 
the kind of neighborhood where | want- 
d to bring up any child of mine. But 
at least, I had the grace to admit I 
wasn’t ready to have a child yet, and not 
mveniently forget my feelings about 
that like Larry had last night! 

[ set his precious fried eggs in front 

f him, resisting the temptation to bang 
the plate down. 

“Dickie’s mighty lucky to have you, 
Nina,” Richard said as I sat down at the 
table for the coffee and toast that were all 
the breakfast I ever ate. 

Larry catapulted out of his chair like 
, missile off a launching pad. His dark 
eyes shooting sparks, he yelled at Rich- 
urd, “Yeah, Dickie has her! You have 
ier! Everybody has her, everybody’s 
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been having luck but me!” 

I was shocked speechless. It was 
Richard who said, “I didn’t realize you 
resented Nina’s coming to my aid, 
Larry.” 

His quiet response made Larry’s at- 
tack seem doubly crude and unforgive- 
able to me. “Oh, Larry!” I burst out. 
“How can you say such a terrible thing 
to Richard? Can’t you understand what 
he’s gone through, losing Lois?” 

Larry glared at me without a sign of 
shame or remorse. “I damn well should 
understand what it feels like to lose a 
wife! And let me tell you, it won’t be 
long before you find out what it feels 
like to lose a husband!” He turned on 
his heel and strode to the door, pausing 
there to fling a parting shot at me. “Not 
that that figures to make much differ- 
ence to you!” 

In spite of being so mad at him and 
so terribly ashamed of his behavior, I 
felt a hollowness of fear in my stomach. 
I loved Larry. Sure, after nearly two 
years of marriage, I could no longer be 
blind to his numerous faults. Still, they 
didn’t make me wish I’d listened to 


about him and Dickie one bit if I needed 
to pacify Larry and his unreasonable- 
ness! 

Memories swept over me as I looked 
down the table at him. How scared I'd 
been that morning | got off the train 
here. Still almost in a state of shock 
over the sudden loss of both my par- 
ents, the falling apart of my whole life, 
I had been so afraid that this unknown 
brother-in-law would make it plain that 
only my sister’s insistence made him take 
me into their home. But the minute Lois, 
releasing me from a warm embrace, 
said, “And this is Richard, honey,” I lost 
all my fear forever. Richard hadn’t been 
overhearty, he didn’t start right in being 
real palsy-walsy. He simply radiated a 
sincere and kindly welcome that was so 
much his nature, not even a young, in- 
experienced girl like me could miss it. 

I was just at the stage to get a crush 
on an “older man” which, although he 
was still on the sunny side of thirty, 
Richard seemed to me then. And to tell 
the truth, I suppose I did. But it was 
a very platonic crush. If I’d felt any 
physical attraction to Richard, it would 


I had only wanted to help my 


sister's husband in his sor- 


row, not to cause more trouble 





others, like Richard and Lois, instead of 
rushing into marrying him. If I had it 
to do over again, I’d do the same. And 
I didn’t want Larry feeling different 
about that. | didn’t want to lose him! 

I jumped as the front door slammed 
behind my departing husband. Yet. in 
a way, the slammed door reassured me. 
Larry was just throwing another temper 
tantrum. I should be used to him doing 
that by this time, heaven knows! And 
know I shouldn’t take them any more 
seriously than a little boy’s tantrums, 
which in far too many ways, Larry still 
was! 

“Nina,” Richard’s voice recalled me. 
“If Larry doesn’t like your staying here 
to help me over a bad spot, perhaps I’d 
better start right away, working out 
some other arrangement for Dickie and 
myself.” 

How like Richard, so unselfish and 
considerate, it sound like 
“working out some other arrangement” 
would be easy! And I shouldn’t worry 


to make 


not only have disgusted me, it would 
have scared me to death. 

I never stopped admiring Richard 
and being almost as deeply fond of him 
as I was of my sister. But my crush on 
him died a natural death when I started 
dating fellows my own age, | met at 
Sheridan High. 

“Richard, don’t pay any attention to 
Larry,” I said firmly, getting up from 
the table. “You know how spoiled and 
hot tempered he is.” I forced a smile. 
“At least, you and Lois pointed that out 
to me more than once when you were 
trying to persuade me to put off marry- 
ing him.” 

Richard regarded me with a worried 
frown as I began to gather up the break- 
fast dishes. “I hope you haven’t held 
anything we said then against us, Nina. 
Actually, it wasn’t Larry, himself we ob- 
jected to. He’s got his faults but who 
hasn’t? It was just that both of you were 
so young and we were so afraid that 
the two of you were not ready for the 
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responsibilities of marriage.” 

“Of course, I understood that!” I told 
him emphatically. “I certainly wasn’t 
dumb enough to think you just wanted 
to thwart me, ruin my life! As good as 
you'd been to me! [ hated to go against 
you. But I had to, Richard. I loved 
Larry so much.” 

He smiled. “And there’s no arguing 
with that, eh, Nina?” 

I smiled back. “No. And I still love 
him just as much. But I don’t think 
that’s any call to pamper his faults, or 
let him get away with acting like a 
spoiled child. After all, he’s twenty-one 
years old now.” 

“That’s not such a great age, Nina.” 
Richard sounded half amused, half wist- 
ful. “You mustn’t expect too much of 
Larry. Growing up takes a long time— 
our whole lives for most of us.” 

“It certainly hasn’t taken you that 
long! That’s what I’ve always admired 
so about you, Richard, your maturity,” 
I told him earnestly. 

A shadow passed over his face. “Oh, 
Nina baby, you don’t know! Since I lost 
Lois, I’ve felt as helpless as if . . . as if 
I were Dickie. Helpless and hopeless. | 
try not to be bitter. But I keep asking 
myself what is the point of a death like 
Lois’s. She was so young, and so loved! 
So needed!” He buried his face in his 
hands. 

Many times during the sad months 
since my sister’s passing, Richard and | 
had shared our grief and found in that 
sharing the comfort that comes from not 
feeling alone in your sorrow. But Rich- 
ard was not a man to easily give way to 
his feelings and my heart ached for him, 
knowing how very great his suffering 
must be to make him break down this 
way in front of anybody else. Even me. 

Quickly, I set down the load of dishes 
and ran to him, putting my arm around 
his shoulders. “Oh, Richard, you are 
still loved and needed! Think of Dickie! 
I understand how you feel but . . .” 

He raised his head. “No, you don’t 
understand. You can’t.” For Richard, 
his voice was unexpectedly harsh. “And 
I hope to God you never have to under- 
stand what it means to lose the one 

you've shared years of marriage with.” 

I felt rebuffed. I dropped my arm 
from his shoulder. He didn’t seem to no- 
tice. He got up, saying with forced casu- 
alness, “You see any of us can revert to 
childishness, railing at what can’t be un- 
done certainly proves I have. Most real 











“Don’t worry, Richard,” 
I soothed, “Larry’s too im- 


mature to understand” 


4 
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growing up is forced on us against our 
will. Whining about that is a shabby 
way for a man to grieve for a wife as fine 
as I had.” 

The momentary wound he’d dealt my 
own feelings was completely forgotten. 
He had all my ardent sympathy again 
and I exclaimed, “Oh, Richard, you have 
been brave! Terribly brave! In the face 
of losing all your happiness!” 

“Yes, I had a great deal of happiness,” 
he said soberly. “Much more than my 
share. And I should be humbly grate- 
ful, instead of blubbering that I’ve been 
cheated out of more.” He straightened 
his shoulders and looked at his watch. 
“Now I better make tracks for the office. 
I won’t be home for lunch. Won’t have 
time if I want tc finish up early enough 
And 
bound to insist I stay for dinner. So 
don’t expect Dickie and me back until 
nine or so.” He put his hand under my 
chin, cocking it up. “And don’t worry 


to drive out to Mother’s. she’s 


your little head about anything I said. 
Spend your day planning a good dinner 
for Larry and smooth down his ruffled 
feathers when he gets home. Because 
for the time being, I don’t know how 
Dickie and I could manage if he insisted 
on you two leaving us.” 

Don’t worry! I thought. Larry can 


insist until hell freezes over, I’m not giv- 
ing into his selfishness! 

How could I have much sympathy 
for Larry, making trouble for himself 
when Richard’s troubles were so real— 
and no fault of his? I asked myself 












’ 


oe 


14 
Oe e 
, 4 
4 
} ; 


— 


as I belatedly set about my house- 
work. I had more of that to do, natch, 
in this four bedroom house. And of 
course, I couldn’t take slipshod care of 
the home my beloved sister had treas- 
ured. But somehow the extra house- 
work here didn’t seem to take it out of 
me anywhere near as much as keeping 
up that awful two room furnished flat 
had. A place like that, rented to a suc- 
cession of tenants, who didn’t give a 
hoot about what didn’t belong to them, 
acquired a neglected appearance that 
twenty-four hours a day of cleaning and 
polishing and scrubbing on my part 
couldn’t have erased. Honestly! I used to 
look at that place after Larry left for 
work and the hopelessness would make 
me feel worn out before I so much 
as lifted a finger. Oh, I had kept it clean 
and straight but I certainly hadn’t shed 
any tears on leaving it to come back here 
to what I still thought of as “home.” 
You’d think Larry would appreciate 
living this nicely after all the grousing 
he’d done about that flat! I thought as 
I sat down to a lonely lunch of left- 
overs. Why did Richard, whose CPA 
office was only a few blocks away, 
have to pick today not to come home for 
lunch? I needed his companionship to 
keep me from brooding over Larry’s 
shortcomings. That was the trouble with 
being a housewife, nothing but your own 
thoughts for company all day long. 
Especially in a settled neighborhood like 
this where there wasn’t a single other 
young wife like (Continued on Page 59) 
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PLEAGE 


MY 


LOVE 





Because I felt alone and rejected, I had wronged 


my husband in the worst way a woman possibly could. 


Did I have the right to hope for his forgiveness? 


T WAS A LOVELY JUNE afternoon here 

at the beach in San Gabriel, as I lay bask- 
ing in the sun. And so warm that the brief 
bikini I wore felt almost uncomfortable. But 
I wasn’t quite aware of what I wore. I was 
tense with expectation, my body quivering 
with excitement. I didn’t hear his approach. 
but suddenly he was before me, a tall young 
man in a flowered sportshirt and tan slacks, 
dark hair gleaming in the sunlight. I sat up, 
knowing that my look must betray the sudden 
sweet racing of the pulse to my throat. 

“Hi, there,” he said, as he sat down beside 
me. 

Jack Turner and I had been seeing each 
other for the past seven days in what we be- 
lieved to be a casual manner. Each time we 
met he’d just say, “Hi, there,” in that calm. 
unexcited way. 

I said, “What have you been doing today?” 

“Nothing much. Did a little work on the 
ear.” Lying there on his back, he crossed his 
arms over his face and stretched luxuriously. 


“The sun feels sort of wonderful.” 

I looked at his powerful chest outlined 
under the tautly stretched shirt. then down to 
his narrow waist. He had the build of a pro- 
fessional athlete. As I lay watching him, my 
throat went dry with mixed longing and be- 
wilderment and, yes, even desire. I was mar- 
ried, that’s true, and I had no right to feel this 
way. Or did 1? But whose fault was that. 
mine or Ray’s? 

I was nineteen when I married Ray Drum- 
mond. He was almost forty. I just couldn't 
believe that Ray wanted me. | was not pretty 
by any standards, and | had never been popu- 
lar with the fellows in high school. In my own 
quiet way of thinking, most of the fellows 
seemed either too sure or too vulgar, and | 
wasn’t at ease with them. 


I came from a relatively poor family and 
my education had ended when | graduated 
from high school. Ray, on the other hand, 
came from a wealthy family and had an im- 
portant job with a Los Angeles real estate 
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This letter to my husband 
was proof that he knew my 
terrible secret—he knew! 


























agency. He had been with the firm in Phoenix, Arizona, but 
had transferred and made assistant manager. I also worked 
for the same company. 

I guess I fell in love with him the first time I met him. I know I 
admired his quietly handsome face, his good manners. The first 
time he asked me for a date I spent a whole week’s salary on a 
dress, coat, and an appointment with a beautician, and even then | 
felt | wasn’t good enough. As we continued to date, I alternated be- 
tween hope and despair, praying that Ray could someday come to 
love me as I knew I now loved him. He made me feel cherished 
and protected just by the way he helped me on with my coat. but then 
| thought unhappily that he was probably like that with any woman. 

I felt as lucky as any girl alive when he finally asked me to 
marry him, about five months after our first date. I hadn’t worried 
about the age difference and I was surprised to learn that Ray did. 
{bout a week before our marriage. as we were having a late snack at 
a drive-in, he said, “Are you sure, Jane? You seem so awfully 
young. Sometimes I’m afraid I’ve rushed you into this—” 

“Oh, Ray darling,” I said fervently, “don’t talk like that! Age 
has nothing to do with it. It’s the love that counts, and I love you. 
Besides, nineteen isn’t so young. I know what I want and I want 
you.” I laid my cheek against his, searching for words to tell him 


how much he meant to me. He was divorced from a previous 








When Ray shut me 
out of his life, I had 
been so unhappy, 


until I met Jack... 





ife, and I knew that she had hurt him 
badly. I knew he wanted to be sure of 
y love, and yet there seemed no way 
tell him. 
You can’t run out on me now,” I 
d, trying to make my voice sound 
“How about the wedding presents? 
yw about that house?” 
“Oh, yes, the house,” he said. “How 
ny pair of little feet do you want to 
ar pattering on the floors of that 
ee?” 
Well, I think three is a nice number.” 
l'hree girls,” he said softly. “Three 
\iature janes, with black hair and big 
id eyes.” Smiling now, his eyes 
armly, confidently happy, he bent his 
id and kissed me. 
Marriage was wonderful. Even more 
nderful than I’d expected. The first 
» months of our marriage were pure 
There was Ray’s love-making, ar- 
t yet tender and considerate, just as 
been sure it would be. There was his 
ierosity. He urged me to buy what- 
furniture we needed for the house 
| he seemed to take as much interest 
| did in lamp shades and kitchen uten- 
And always there was his love for 


which seemed to unite the tenderness 















“Youre too lovely to have to be 


alone.” 


Jack whispered. and every word was music 


of a lover with the protective good sense 
of a father. 

Darkness continued to over-shadow 
our happiness. Month after month passed 
without any promise of the first of those 
three children. When we’d been married 
about eighteen months, we decided that 
we would both have a medical exami- 
nation to determine the cause of our re- 
maining childless. To our relief, both 
reports stated that there was no medi- 
cal reason why we couldn’t have chil- 
dren. But we just didn’t. 


a° THE MONTHS continued to pass, 

I found a new worry, more painful 
than my childlessness. A change seemed 
to take place in Ray. 

As I look back, I can’t be sure just 
when it started. I only know that early 
in the fourth year of our marriage he 
seemed to lose interest in me—to stop 
loving me. 
anything, more generous than when we 
first married. 
or a hat in a shop window without him 


He was still generous—if 
I couldn’t look at a dress 


urging me to buy it. But his love-mak- 
ing became less frequent, and when he 
was home in the evenings he usually 
brought work home with him. And many 





evenings he just stayed at the office. 

I wondered if it was the lack of chil- 
dren that disappointed him. He always 
said, whenever I mentioned the subject 
to him, that he wasn’t unhappy about it 
and he was sure everything would be “all 
right in time.” But I had a feeling that 
there was a certain veiled look in the 
brown eyes that had been so warm and 
gentle. I had the thought that he se- 
cretly blamed me for our childlessness. 

One night I told him that I wished he 
didn’t have to work so many evenings. 
and he replied that he wished so, too, but 
his job demanded it. I ached to brush 
that answer aside and cry out, “Tell me 
the truth! What’s happened to us?” But 
after all, I had little to complain of. Ray 
didn’t drink or gamble, and he was gen- 
erous to a fault. Besides, I knew that he 
was so much wiser than I and I didn’t 
want to sound childish, complaining of 
a hard-working husband who gave me 
everything—everything but the warm in- 
terest, the companionship he’d once 
given me, and now withheld. 

After sitting alone countless evening 
after evening, in that too-quiet house, | 
began to suspect that he was having an 
affair with his secretary, a pretty young 
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woman. One evening, after a wretched, 
brooding day and solitary dinner, I even 
went down to his office and stood, feel- 
ing rather foolish, outside his door. 
Nothing but silence from the other side 
of that frosted glass pane. I knocked 
and called out, “Ray, it’s me.” 

A moment later he opened the door. 
I said, walking past him into the room, 
“Sorry to bother you, but I—” | broke 
off to say hello to Miss Craig, his sec- 
retary. She sat at a typewriter on one 
of those small movable tables near Ray’s 
desk. But had she been there a few sec- 
onds ago? I’d heard no sound of typ- 
ing as I stood in the hall. 

“T must have lost my coin purse some- 
place,” I said, turning back to Ray. 
“There was only some small change in 
it, but I need money for gas, so if you—” 

Reaching for his wallet, Ray said 
quietly, “Sure, but if you'll wait, I’ll go 
home with you. We'll be through here 
in an hour or so.” 

I glanced at Miss Craig. Her dark 
head was bent over her typewriter, but 
I could see the smile tugging at the cor- 
ner of her mouth, a sly, superior smile. 
She knew I was checking up on Ray. 

I felt a sudden, hot surge of humilia- 
tion. “No, I can’t wait. I have to go 
home now.” 

My suspicions grew, but I never faced 
Ray with them. I guess I was afraid that 
I would find out something, and if | 
faced a show-down I'd lose. Then, in 
the early spring of that year, my unhap- 
piness reached a breaking point. We had 
spent Easter with my whole family in 
the crowded Los Angeles flat, and I some- 
how kept up the pretense that all was 
well with our marriage. But it hurt to 
see the easy warmth that flowed between 
my sisters and their husbands and chil- 
dren, and suddenly I couldn’t take any 
more. I couldn’t stay home alone any 
more—a home where no children played 
and a once-ardent husband had turned 
into a cold, busy stranger. 

I knew that no matter what else I had 
to get away from it all. But where could 
I go? I surely didn’t want to visit any 
of my relatives because I knew that if | 
associated with their happiness it would 
only force upon me the miserable loneli- 
ness of my own. Then I had a thought. 
Uncle Paul had a beach house just out- 
side San Gabriel. We all used it each 
year—Ray and I had stayed there ten 
days the summer before. That’s what | 
wanted, what I needed—a place safe and 


familiar in which to relax. That beach 
house might give me the reassurance | 
needed so badly. 

I somehow gathered the courage to 
tell Ray of my decision. “I'd like to get 
away from all this,” I told him quietly. 
“For a couple of weeks, anyway.” 

“Jane, that’s impossible right now. My 
work—” 

“I realize that. I'll go alone.” 

But deep in my heart I felt the sus- 
pense. Only then did I realize that | 
didn’t want to go away. I only wanted 
to hear him say, “No! I don’t want you 
to go without me!” 

Instead, after a moment’s silence, he 
said, “I guess you'd like to take a little 
vacation with one of your friends? Well, 
I can’t see any harm in that.” 

“No,” I said dully. “I was thinking 
of driving out to San Gabriel tomorrow 
morning.” 

He looked at me with protest in his 
eyes. “But you can’t stay alone in a 
place like that!” 

“I don’t see why not,” I said. “Carol’s 
often stayed there alone.” 

“But why do you want to?” he asked. 

That was the hard question. I couldn’t 
tell him the truth—that I was becoming 
disappointed, and that our marriage had 
started to bore me. I faltered. “I thought 
the ocean air would be good for me.” 

Suddenly, I realized that he was look- 
ing guilty. He must have known how 
very unhappy he’d made me, though we 
never spoke of it. Perhaps he would talk 
about it now. But he only said, “It seems 
like a crazy idea to me, but if you want 
to go I suppose I can’t stop you.” 

If only he knew how easy he could. All 
he had to do was to start acting like a 
husband again but, clearly, he wouldn’t. 
My going away would leave him free for 
his affair—if there was an affair—and | 
had the feeling there was. Maybe that 
was why he looked guilty. There wasn’t 
any use for me to try to explain. Smart- 
ing with hurt, I just kept repeating stub- 
bornly that I wanted to go to San Ga- 
briel, and finally he gave in. 

That night, for the first time in sev- 
eral weeks, he made love to me. Maybe 
he turned to me only to remind me that 
I had a husband. Afterwards, as he slept 
with physical exhaustion, I stared bit- 
terly into the dark, remembering how 
wed once shared a passion that illumi- 
nated our life together. 





T WAS AFTER ONE o’clock when I 
arrived at the beach house the next 
day. I had stopped in San Gabriel to 
order a two-weeks’ supply of groceries. 
After they were delivered and I had 
stored them away, I managed to clean up 
the small house. Then I set out for a 
walk along the beach. Clouds were drift- 
ing overhead, obscuring the sun, and 
making the day a hazy one. Guils, cry- 
ing harshly, wheeled through the sky 
above. But the sound of the surf roll- 
ing gently in to shore, brought instant 
relaxation to my tangled nerves. 

A man was coming toward me, wet 
boots gleaming, fishing pole balanced in 
his hand. It would have been silly not 
to speak, when we were the only two hu- 
man beings visible in that vast expanse 
of driftwood-strewn sand. 

He returned my nod, and then stopped. 
“Aren’t you Jane Fraley?” 

“Why, yes,” I said, surprised. “How 
in the world did you know?” 

“I can see you don’t remember me, 
but I’m Jack Turner. You and I used to 
play down here when we were kids. | 
lived in San Gabriel. Still do, in fact.” 

Then I remembered him, a tall, thin 
kid who for several summers in a row 
had been admired by all us vacationing 
kids because he was expert at teaching 
us to swim, and could “body surf,” rid- 
ing the breakers in to shore with his 
arms held straight at his side and his 
chin tucked down into his chest. 

I said, “Well, fancy seeing you again. 
Where have you been all these years?” 

“My mother got sick the summer | 
was seventeen, and she and Dad and | 
went to Sacramento. Then I went into 
the army after Pearl Harbor. Mother 
died while I was in North Africa, so Dad 
moved back here. He’d always been 
homesick for San_ Gabriel, 
When I was discharged from the army 
I came here to be with Dad, and because 
this is the only home I’ve ever known.” 

“I’m sorry about your mother.” | 
paused and then said, “How in the world 
did you recognize me, anyway?” 

“I guess it’s because you haven't 
changed so much.” 

But Jack sure had changed. He was 
really good-looking now. His eyes brown 
and clear, his nose strong, his mouth 
firm and masculine, and yet with a 


anyway. 


sensual fullness. 
“TI suppose you’re Mrs. Something-or- 
other now?” he said, rather quietly. 
“Yes,” I (Continued on Page 51) 
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My parents would be so 


ashamed that I, a school 
teacher, could fall in love 


with Bill, who was a janitor 


rT WAS LIKE A DREAM come true. 


|, Selma Peterson, sitting at my desk, 
ng a roomful of eager little faces. 
Will you please turn to Page Four- 
1 in your spelling books?” I asked 
he firm yet pleasant voice I had been 
1ed to use with my pupils. 
Yes, | was a teacher. A third-grade 
her. I’d gone all the way through 
1 school, then on to college and all 
way through that. Sixteen years of 
»oling—oh, but I’d made my parents 
ud of me. 
went over the list of words with the 
lren, then while they studied I 
ied myself with some papers on my 
There was always work for a 
her to do, grading papers, preparing 
next day’s work-—but I loved every 
vent of it. 
till, I'd been teaching for over two 
s now and there were some tasks 
required only half my attention. 


tight now, with the thirty small heads 


front of me bowed dutifully over the 
lling books, I could let my mind 
der 


Selma got three A’s on her report 


1”? 
. 


card It was my mother speaking 
proudly of me when I was only a little 
older than these children. She was a 
tall, straight woman with great determi- 
nation. Right now her brown eyes were 
glowing. 

My father beamed at me. He was a 
house painter, and had a chronic cough 
because there was something in the paint 
he was sensitive to. He coughed now 
as he looked down at me. 

“Three A’s on your report card means 
three dollars in the bank for you,” he 
said when he could finally speak. 

“But, Papa—” It was Mama, that 
worried look on her face that I knew so 
well. She always got it during the rainy 
weather when there was so little work for 
Papa to do. Oh, you hear about the big 
hourly wages painters make, but please 
remember that if they don’t work they 
don’t make anything at all and there 
are many days during the year when 
they’re idle. We knew what it was to 
have barely enough food on the table. 

Papa held up his hand. He gave an- 
other little cough and then as harshly 
as I’d ever heard him speak to Mama 








itor | 


he declared, “Three dollars goes into 
Selma’s college fund! We'll manage 
some way.” 

That was their dream for me—their 


shining dream—their life’s goal. 1, their 


only child, was going to have a college 


education. Papa was a good painter and 
he was proud of his work, but I must 
rise in the world. 

When I was fifteen I got a crush on 
Dave Whelan down the block. One day 
he asked me to go to the movies with 


him, and I was wild with excitement. 
“Dave is a good boy,” Mama said 
when I asked her if I could go. “But 
he’ll never be any more than a laborer. 
folk are 


keeping him in school. He wants to be 


Already his having trouble 
a truck driver!” 

Pape spoke up with a burst of laughter 
that set him coughing. 

“A strong back and a weak brain, just 
like “That’s not good 


enough for our Selma.” 


me,” he said. 


“Now, Papa,” Mama objected mildly, 
“there’s nothing wrong with your brain. 
It’s just that you never had a chance at 
an education. Selma,” she said, taking 
my hand, “what you feel for Dave is 
puppy love. You'll get over it soon. In 
college you'll meet the kind of boy who 
That will be time 
enough for you to date.” 


is right for you. 


I guess lots of girls would have stood 
up to their parents and demanded the 
right to date. I didn’t. I don’t know 








why, exactly. I suppuze my being the 
only child, and the three of us being so 
close had something to do with it. There 
had never been any conflict in our home. 
It just seemed natural for me to do what 
my parents wanted. 

“All right, Mama. I—I just thought 
(’'d mention that Dave had asked me,” 
[ said. 

Mama cooked a special treat for me 
that night—her wonderful stuffed cab- 
bage and for dessert she made her tea 
ring. Later we all went to the show 
together, the very same one that Dave 
had wanted to take me to. So I hadn’t 
missed out on anything—not really. 

My high school years were over 
finally, and I enrolled in the nearby state 
college. I lived at home, and my life 
went on just about as it had before. 
Mama had promised I could date when 
! was in college, but for some reason 
the college boys weren’t interested in 
dating me. I don’t think it was because 
looks. With my tall, well- 
developed figure I knew I was as attrac- 
tive as the average girl on the campus. 

[ wasn’t a good mixer, though. Even 
with the girls I was shy and awkward. 
[f a boy spoke to me I all. but fainted! 
| just hadn’t mixed enough when I was 
growing up. 

“Tl develop poise,” I told myself. 
‘That’s part of a college education.” 
Yes, | thought a lot like my parents, I 
guess. College would solve all my prob- 
ems. And in the meantime I was too 
to worry. I wasn’t a brilliant 
Sometimes it seemed to me I 
was positively dumb. I’d gotten through 
high school all right, but college was 

» much harder. I’d almost panic at 
imes, thinking how awful it would be 
f I failed to get my degree. I’d ruin 
my parents’ whole lives! 

“Our daughter, who is going to be a 
teacher,” Mama always said now, almost 


of my 


DUSY 


student. 


if it were one word. 

Well, I managed someisow to pass all 
the tests and the day came when I really 
was a teacher. I was happy for more 
reasons than one. I’d been an outsider 
n college, but in the serious world of 
vorking adults I’d be at ease. There 
were a number of men teachers in the 
school I’d been assigned to. . . 

Jeff Walker was the one who had 
2ised my hopes to the sky. We’d had 
several dates, and though I knew I 
wasn’t very good company he was very 
complimentary about my looks and on 


each date I was becoming more at ease 
with him. Soon he’d see that I was really 
a warm, friendly person— 

But before I had a chance to prove 
this to Jeff he started dating Patty 
Webb, the kindergarten teacher, who 
was a lively little brunette. In a few 
months they were married. 

There had been other hopes, other 
disappointments. Sometimes I got so 
blue I couldn’t hide it, from the folk, 
or myself. Dave Whelan was married 
by this time. He’d married a girl named 
Maggie. They were living with his par- 
ents so I saw her around the neighbor- 
hood all the time. When she pulled back 
the carriage cover to show me her new 
baby one day J went home and cried. 

Mama sensed what was going on in- 
side of me. “You'll have a husband and 
babies, Selma,” she told me. “And 
you'll be able to give your children the 
right kind of life, because you’re an 
educated woman and your husband will 
be an educated man. You're the living 
proof that people can rise in this won- 








den loneliness as I often did at this time 
of day. Of course I had a home too, I 
reminded myself. I had the most won- 
derful parents in the world— 

Still, I was not anxious to get home. 
The building became quiet as [| 
dawdled over my work. I jumped a 
little when the door opened . . . 

“Oh,” I gasped. Then I saw it was Bill 
Larson, the janitor. “I'll be out of here 
in a minute, Bill,” I said. 

He stood there with his bucket and 
his cleaning tools. He smiled a little 
uncertainly. “I could come back a little 
later, Miss Peterson.” 

“No. You go right ahead. It'll take 
me only a few minutes to straighten up 
my desk,” I said. “I’m afraid I’ve been 
day-dreaming or I'd have been through 
long before this.” 

Now why had I made such an admis- 
sion? Why had I started any conversa- 
tion at all with Bill? I couldn’t imagine 
any of the other teachers chatting with 
the janitor. 

“Spring fever’s probably got you,” he 
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Bill was so young and handsome, it “: 

. . ; . the 

seemed unfair for anyone to judge I 

no 

him on the basis of his profession 

I g 

dra 

derful country!” said, smiling. “I’ve been doing some | clog 
I came out of my reverie as a small daydreaming too. In my daydreams I § the 
hand went up in front of me. “I know always catch me a nice string of trout.” who 
all the words, Miss Peterson,” Linda I smiled politely. witl 
Carter piped up. She was the bright one “Your husband a fisherman?” he § bys; 
in my class. Sometimes I’d be excited, said. gent 
thinking how bright she was. She’d go “I’m not married.” jani 


to college, be somebody— 

“You may read your story book for 
a while,” I told Linda. I was thinking, 
“How important is it for a girl to be 
smart—to get an education? What 
can she be that’s as important as being 
a wife and mother? If a girl doesn’t 
grab a mate when she’s in the first bloom 
of youth, what chance does she have? 
Look at me— 

Yes, more and more | was thinking 
of myself as an old maid. 

The school days drew to a close. 
“Good-bye, Miss Peterson!” 

“Good-bye, children.” 

They were going home to the loving 
security of their families. I felt a sud- 


“Oh,” he said. He was right beside I 


my desk now. He was emptying the | Pap 
waste basket, but his eyes were on my | jn t 
face. I felt my cheeks flush. Why, the | car 
effrontery of the man! use. 

“Seems to me some man’s missed an | for 


awfully good bet,” he said. 7 

I should put him in his place. After 
all, he was a janitor in this school where 
I was a teacher. Only I couldn’t think se 
of just the right thing to say. I didn’t 


ma 
want to be too rude. And in the mean- | of } 
time my cheeks were burning like § Usy, 
fire— coul 


He laughed softly in his throat. “You 6] 
blush real pretty, Selma,” he said. 
I was furious now. He had no right S] 
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to call me by my first name, or to laugh sick! You’re pale!” she cried. “I’ll to come there. His manner was so per- 
at me. I was breathing hard, and | felt make you some—” sonal that I sometimes wanted to slap 
the sting of tears behind my eyes. “Please, Mama, don’t make me any- his face. 

He spoke very gently. “I didn’t mean thing,” I said. “Just let me rest a Yet I couldn’t find the words to put 
no offense. I’ll get on with my work while.” him in his place. Sometimes I actually 
now.” I fell onto my bed. I wanted to cry, laughed and chatted with him! I didn’t 

He moved to the back of the room. _ but I was afraid that if I started I'd go mean to, but he was so friendly, and 
I grabbed my bag out of the desk all to pieces and I didn’t want to worry _ there were times when I completely for- 
drawer, snatched my jacket from the my folk like that. I didn’t even know got the gulf between us. He was quite 

g some § cloak closet and rushed blindly out of why I felt so desperately unhappy. I'd nice looking. He had dark hair and 

reams I § the building. So I’d finally found a man been all right today, and nothing had brown eyes, and he was tall and big- 

trout.” who admired me. A janitor! Other girls really changed. boned. He seemed to be in his twenties, 
with college degrees attracted young As soon as I was sure | could control _ young just like me. 

1?” he § business and professional men. . . myself I got up and went into the One day after school he came into my 
gentlemen. The best I could do was a_ kitchen. “Dinner ready?” I asked room and for a minute I hardly recog- 
janitor. cheerfully. nized him. He wasn’t wearing his work 

beside I drove my little car into the garage. Mama hurried the meal onto the table. clothes. He was wearing a sports jacket, 

ing the } Papa insisted on leaving his old sedan Papa talked to me about the day’s news, and slacks. It surprised me how nice he 

on my § in the street so I could have the one- in the deferential way he’d had since I’'d_ looked—I mean, you couldn't really 

hy, the } car garage. I’d argued, but it was no been teaching. He served me the best have told him from one of the men 
use. The best of everything had to be piece of meat. Mama kept jumping up _ teachers. 

ssed an | for me. I went in the back door . . . to wait on me. If only they didn’t treat “I thought maybe I could drive you 

The kitchen was fragrant with Mama’s__ me as if I were so special. If only they home,” he said. 

, After } good cooking, but for once it awoke no could be satisfied with my being an “Oh, I—” I caught my breath. He 

| where } appetite in me. I felt slightly nauseated. ordinary girl, marrying the best I had taken me so by surprise that I 

t think “Good evening, Miss Peterson,” Ma- could, and give them grandchildren— __couldn’t think of any way to turn him 

didn’t | ma said with a little bow. It was a joke down. Yet I must. While I hesitated, 

mean- § of hers, calling me Miss, and bowing. ILL SEEMED TO haunt me after groping for words that wouldn’t hurt 

g like Usually I smiled for her, but tonight I that. I got so I hated him, almost, him too much, his smile grew more 
couldn’t. the way he was forever putting himself confident. 

, “You “I think Ill lie down a while before in my way. I couldn’t linger a moment “Better yet,” he said, “I'll take you 

. supper,” I said. in my room, either at noon or after for a little ride. Maybe we could even 

o right She was instantly alarmed. “You’re school, but what he’d find some excuse go out for (Continued on Page 56) 
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into Kenny’s strong, young 
a human vessel seeking a safe 











It was so wonderful to be 
with Kenny again, and know 


that our troubles were over , 





The story at the end of Part One: 
Gloria and Kenny are teenagers so much 
in love that they marry before comple- 
tion of school. Her parents, and his 
mother, all violently disapprove and 
give their consent grudgingly. The 
young couple small, 
cramped apartment, and Kenny works 


move into a 
part time, along with his schooling. 
Then the babies begin to come. They 
are delighted with tiny Gwen, but in a 
few months Gloria is pregnant again, 
and Kenny is simply overcome with the 
responsibilities. They argue, and blame 
each other. In anger, Kenny leaves 
home. Baby Gwen becomes ill, and 


Gloria calls their doctor. 


WAS STILL SITTING where he had 

left me, too miserable to move. 

“You don’t look so hot either. Open 
your mouth, stick out your tongue.” 

As I gagged on the tongue compres- 
sor, he murmured. “Mighty pretty throat 
you have there. Gargle with peroxide 
every two hours. Now come inside. I 
want to have a little talk with you.” He 
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pulled me to my feet and led me into 
the living room. “Listen, try not to hate 
your Kenny for this.” 

“What can I feel about him now? He 
blames me for what happened, when he 
—he just wouldn’t let me get up and take 
care of myself . . . know what I mean?” 
I was so embarrassed tears came to my 
eyes in spite of myself. 

His eyes twinkled. “I know what you 
mean. Now look, you’re pretty mature 
for such a young girl, but because you’re 
a girl—a woman, you're more mature for 
your years than Kenny is for his. That’s 
the way it is, and men spend all their 
lives trying to catch up with women, 
only they never do.” 

He made me laugh a little at that, but 
he shook his head seriously. “It’s true. 
You must be patient with your husband, 
all women learn that sooner or later, the 
sooner the better. He’ll grow up in time, 
but it won’t be now, or tomorrow .. . 


maybe it'll take years. If you don’t have 
patience, you're lost.” 

“He—he never did a thing like this 
before. Honestly, we used to love each 
other...” 

“And you still do. The quarrels don’t 
mean anything—it’s the making up that 
counts.” 

“But he—he ran out on me when I 
needed him most. 
spect for him after that?” 


How can I have re- 


“You will, you must! Remember, when 
a man marries he merely replaces his 
mother with his wife. You not only have 
to mother your children, but your hus- 
band also. Don’t you think it’s tough on 
Kenny? He’s working hard to make ends 
meet for the three of you. A boy his age 
should be out playing ball, going to 
school . . .” 

“It’s all my fault. I should have been 
the strong one . . .” I wept. Doctor 
West put his arm around me and patted 
my head. 

“No use crying over what happened. 
It takes good sense to make things go 
after it’s happened.” 

“T guess we don’t have much sense, do 
we?” 

“It'll come,” he said, somewhat grim- 
ly. “Time and life take care of that.” 

The door opened then and Kenny 
stood in the doorway, his face white and 
scared looking. “Where’s the baby?” he 
asked in a shaky voice, as if somehow 
she’d been spirited away or something. 

“T thought it was the custom for girls 
to go home to their mothers, not boys,” 
Doctor West said sarcastically. 

Kenny dashed into the bedroom and a 
moment later he came out. “Is she gonna 
die? Is she? Is she? Tell me, I’ve got 
to know!” 

“Gloria, you go into the bedroom and 
watch the baby. Kenny, come into the 
kitchen,” the doctor ordered. 

After I went into the bedroom, the 
doctor closed the door and I heard them 
going into the kitchen, and then there 
was the low murmur of voices but / 
couldn’t make out what was being said. 

After a while Kenny stood in the door- 
way of the bedroom looking like he’d 
taken a beating. “I’m sorry, Gloria. I 
don’t know what got into me. I must 
have gone nuts or something. Maybe— 
maybe it’s too much to ask, but could you 
sort of forget what happened?” 

Honestly, then he looked like one of 
my little brothers telling Mom how he’d 
broken some- (Continued on Page 69 ) 
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*HOULD A MAN have more than one wife? 
Not only is this question being heatedly debated 
by legislators in many emerging nations of Africa, where 
world pressures are affecting the widespread, age-old prac- 
tice of polygamy (the state or fact of having more than 
one wife), but it has also given rise to discussion—both 
serious and in a lighter vein—here in the United States. 

In Africa, some, including high officials and lesser citi- 
zens, have felt the sting of new laws which outlaw polyg- 
amy. Most Africans who practice polygamy have not yet 


been affected. Many may never be. 

Needless to say, those who have are generally not keen 
on the loss of what has been a deeply-entrenched way of 
life. Others, desirous of casting off practices frowned 
upon by a majority of nations, are welcoming the change. 

At the same time, across the globe, one can find settle- 
ments of people (vestiges of bygone eras when the prac- 
tice was more popular) who still practice polygamy, 
including a number of Fundamentalist Mormons in sev- 
eral western U. S. locations. 











The 400,000,000 Moslems (throughout the world, in- 
cluding a fast-growing membership of thousands in 
Africa) have an active law permitting a man to have 
four wives. 

A model of a family practicing polygamy is Alhaji 
Abdul Maliki, who several years ago, as Nigeria’s com- 
missioner to England, lived openly and contentedly with 
two of his four wives in London. A devout Moslem, Maliki 
(who left two of his wives in Nigeria during his London 
stay). believes that polygamy is natural, necessary and in- 
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evitable. Without companionship, he reasoned, a woman 
would be lonesome during the day while her husband 
worked. Two wives could keep each other company. 
Maliki’s is a happy, tranquil home where laughter is fre- 
quently heard and where voices are seldom if ever raised 


in anger. 

Said Maliki of polygamy: “It makes for happiness and 
stability. We have no trouble in our home, whether we 
are in London or in Nigeria. I am a very, very happy 
man and all my wives are quite contented.” 
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How would a man in the U. S. fare if 
he were able to have more than one 
wife? Let’s take a look at the benefits 


under such a plan using measurements. 


found existing in polygamous circles. 

For our example, let’s imagine our 
man has two wives and three children by 
each wife. It is important that one keeps 
in mind (for example’s sake) that we 
are imagining that polygamy is accepted 
throughout the nation. 

Mr. America receives a large salary 
for which he must pay more taxes. But 
he also deducts $600 for each dependent 
(nine in all). If one of his wives is a 
career woman, there is additional in- 
come. Assuredly he is able to provide 
many comforts for his family. 

He and his wives, of course, agree as 
to whether they live together or separate- 
ly (a house for each). They share him 
on alternate nights, by the week or what- 


hood and his sense of social responsi- 
bility by reducing the ratio of unmarried 
females (which is higher than unmar- 
ried males) . 

Love to the trio is a consuming passion 
—composed of many things—respect, 
loyalty, companionship and honor—a 
tree with many branches. 

The wives do not care to compete with 
the husband. They are strong, able to 
perform hard tasks and bear children. 
Birth control is forbidden, thus, event- 
ually, providing many more hands to 
help do many chores and eliminating the 
need for a lot of high-priced labor when 
work needs to be done around the house. 

There are deep spiritual values, with 
all members of the family regularly at- 
tending church together. Polygamy is an 
integral part of the scheme of salvation. 

And now, for the negative side of a 
polygamous marriage, again keeping in 








Down through the centuries, man has 
questioned whether or not he should 


have more than one wife. Should he? 








ever arrangement best suit the three. 
There is a day or days when they all 
meet as one large family. 

lhe need for baby sitters is eliminated, 
with one wife always available. The 
trio’s children grow up in an atmosphere 
of security and affection with less chance 
of their developing fixations on the par- 
ents, there being more than two. 

Mr. America has a variety of com- 
panionship with more than one wife, 
eliminating the temptations to slip from 
virtue with other women and assuring 
a long-lasting, happy union without 
divorce. 

[he mothers are company for each 
other during the day. With at least one 
of them home at all times there is a 
stable home life with continued guid- 
ance for the children and a return to 
the family as the center of American life. 

The husband wears the pants of the 
family with his decisions necessary to 
solve any problems. The wives are to- 
tally submissive to his wishes. 

Mr. America benefits from the pres- 
tige of the demonstration of his hardi- 
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mind that we are assuming the entire 
country either approves or lives polyg- 
amously. 

The husband must divide his time be- 
tween his wives. He has no days off. 

Profits of each day must be divided 
with the wife scheduled for that day. 
If he sleeps with a wife out of turn, Mr. 
America is challenging the sanctity of 
the home. The injured wife is entitled 
to a divorce with heavy alimony. 

He may marry one or more women of 
a jealous nature. That spells Trouble! 
The wives struggle for domination, the 
greatest problem in a polygamous mar- 
riage. 

If he provides separate homes, his ex- 
penses run extremely high. Modern 
gadgetry and time-saving devices give 
the housewives too much time on their 
hands. 

If the wives disagree, the husband 
must resolve the issue. Woe unto him 
if he decides the wrong way. If he should 
be attracted to another woman, it’s all 
right, but if he really becomes involved 
with her, the wives will capture her and 


force her to marry their husband, con- 
tending that if the lady is enjoying their 
husband’s society, she should contribute 
to his upkeep. 

He may marry wives who need more 
than ordinary attention to be sexually 
satisfied. 

Life in such a marriage is much more 
rigorous than the conventional marriage. 

Life for the wives could be near in- 
human, with a dictatorial husband is- 
suing virtual hourly instructions for 
things for them to do. 

The wives can revenge themselves on 
their husband by being uncooperative— 
in many ways—in cooking, in reciprocal 
affection, in nagging, in gossip, in gang- 
ing up on him. 

He may dearly love his many children 
but he probably has little time to enjoy 
them, what with all the routine. 

Polygamy and romantic love don’t 
jibe! First marriages usually are for 
love, subsequent ones for business. 

There also is another way of gauging 
the nature of polygamy, in an effort to 
determine if a man should venture into 
it. That is, how it is working today. 

In Ghana, widespread debate on the 
practice was triggered after the govern- 
ment proposed a revision in polygamy 
practices. At present, civil law provides 
for as many wives as a man wishes. The 
government offered a compromise with a 
proposal that each man be allowed one 
legal wife and as many unregistered 
wives as he likes. 

Only the legal or registered wife will 
be entitled to property rights in the event 
of her husband’s death, but any and all 
children would be entitled to equal prop- 
erty rights. 

Pushing for an end to polygamy in 
Ghana is The Trades Union Congress, 
the government and some individuals. 

Declared A. E. A. Ofori-Atta, minister 
of local government: “(We) have all 
along taken into consideration those of 
our customs and practices which are not 
repugnant to natural justice or morality, 
as well as those principles which, in the 
government’s view, are in keeping with 
the progress of the country.” 

The churches in Ghana have made no 
official comment so far, but authoritative 
members have made no secret of their 
opposition to the government proposal. 

During a recent parliamentary debate, 
men and women members were enthu- 
siastic in their support of polygamy. “A 
man should be allowed as many wives as 
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he can afford,” one woman member of 
Parliament declared. 

One of the main results of present 
Ghana marriage laws, according to legal 
experts, is that if a man married under 
civil law later wants a change without 
the expense and trouble of a divorce, he 
simply takes a mistress. 

There is no disgrace in living with a 
mistress. mother- 
hood nor illegitimacy carries any social 
stigma in Ghana. “But legally they can 
lead to an awful mess,” one lawyer as- 
serted. 

Ghanaians almost certainly will get 
what they want: a right to polygamy in 


Neither unmarried 
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Small son of Alhaji Abdul Maliki, Nigeria’s Commissioner to the 


in the backwoods and farming areas, 
more than one wife is a deeply-en- 
trenched way to provide necessary labor. 
Many wives are continually on watch for 
other women to marry their husband, to 
ease their chores. 

For there the woman does all the work 
—in the fields, in the home, rearing chil- 
dren and toting the heavy loads—while 
the husband relaxes in comfort, some- 
times being fanned by one of his wives. 

In some areas, the wives are not per- 
mitted to stand erect in the presence of 
their husband, frequently receiving only 
the scraps left on his plate for their 
dinner. 
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pombe made of fermented bananas, or 
kaffir beer made of kaffir corn), music 
from tom-toms, conversation with his 
friends, dancing if he wants it, a warmth 
supplied by the sunlight and at night 
by fires for which the women bring the 
wood. 

He does, however, have a few chores, 
like climbing the trees to get the oil palm 
nuts or coconuts and if there are éattle 
he has to milk them and herd them. 

Over most of the world, of course, 
polygamy is largely a matter of money. 
To put it another way, very few men any- 
where are strictly monogamous (mar- 
riage with but one wife—or husband— 





United Kingdom (shown on this and preceding pages) takes pictures 
of his father with Alhajiya and Rabiyatu, two of Maliki’s four wives 




























some form without the danger of ending 
up in prison. 

In Conakry, Guinea, at the recently. 
held Second West African Women’s 
Conference, one woman delegate after 
another denounced polygamy at the urg- 
ing of Guinea President Sékou Touré. 

In many African countries, especially 


Because of his freedom in polygamous 
marriage, many Africans have a gift for 
conversation and argument, a poetic 
flowing of language, because they have 
time to perfect their conversational tal- 
ents, time for oratory, fable and myth. 

Under the palm trees, many Africans 


have their girls, drink (palm wine, or 


at a time) if they can afford not to be. 
Despite its drawbacks, perhaps the 
plan could work in the U. S. 
Speaking of Western one- 
woman marriage, one writer stated: “It 
takes a man years—and by then he’s 
hooked—to find out that girls want men 
even more than men want girls. It goes 
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1 IF YOUR CHILD HAS 


A BAD SORE THROAT.. 

call your doctor, especially if there is 
difficulty in swallowing, swollen neck 
glands, high fever, nausea or vomiting. 
Prompt treatment of “strep” throat 
can prevent rheumatic fever and rheu- 
matic heart disease. 


IF YOU THINE YOU HAVE 
HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE... 


see your doctor. Only he can tell. He 
can usually control it and decrease the 
chances of heart damage or “stroke”. 


STROEES ARE NOT HOPELESS... 


Many patients can be treated effec- 
tively. Invalidism can be prevented or 
reduced. 


Your Heart Fund dollars helped to 
produce these advances. But heart dis- 
ease is still the nation’s #1 health 
enemy. Further progress depends upon 
your support of medical research. 


GIVE to the 


Ask your Heart 
Association for these and 
other helpful pamphlets. 


HEART FUND 











The problems of having 


two wives would be 
more than the benefits 


this way: men want girls all right, but 
girls need men. 

“If they don’t get a man they’ve got 
to work. If they do get a man, many of 
them go on working because they like 
the pocket money, or the presence of 
men and other girls who aren’t married, 
whom they can impress. 

“By the act of love and/or marriage, a 
woman becomes superior and the man, 
in our culture, becomes a sucker. He 
wears pants, but they are now only sym- 
bolic—something with pockets in which 
to put the money his wife takes out.” 

And consider this. 

Despite the world’s most advanced 
minds, which work unceasingly to find 
ways and means of making life in these 
United States a bit more comfortable, no 
successful solution has yet been ad- 
vanced to nip the mounting divorce rate 
which is steadily chipping away at the 
basic foundation of the nation—the 
American family. 

Declaring that our divorce courts seem 
to be nearly as busy at times as our mar- 
riage license bureaus, a sociologist re- 
cently remarked: “Although everybody’s 
married, they are not necessarily mar- 
ried to the same spouses they had last 
year or the year before that.” 

Some specialists admit that we (in 
the U.S.) probably have more polygamy 
than ever existed in some of the world- 
famed, ancient cities where polygamy 
was actually practiced by only the occa- 
sional very wealthy man who had a 
harem full of wives. The only difference, 
the experts say, is that the U. S. practices 
what they call “serial polygamy”—one 
spouse at a time, but quite a few over 
the years. 

The social experts say that there are 
an estimated 15 million men and women 
(many among the poor and uneducated) 
in the nation, who have been divorced, 
and nearly four million children under 
18 whose parents have been divorced. 

But these specialists admit, and frank- 
ly, that they cannot tell you for certain 
what causes the divorces, therefore, they 
are unable to offer solutions to avert 
them. 

Could polygamy be a solution to les- 
sening the divorce rate? Should a man 
have more than one wife? 
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YAY. SMART and fun to wear. this 
J <eason’s junior millinery styles are 
sure to make a hit with the teen-age 
crowd. Many of the styles will be equally 
appealing to their older sisters. 

The junior miss. ready for her first 
fling at high fashion. will be pleased by 


an oversized pillbox of Lamb that makes 


for a real conversation piece. and is per- 
fect for wear at the ski lodee. skating 
rink. or a football game. This hat not 
only follows the favored pillbox trend. 
hut also gives a slichtly foreign flavor. 
“Head Warmers -—hoods: of wool jer- 
sev —are fur trimmed for a touch of 
clamor. In white. or a range of vibrant 
colors. these hoods are a perennial fa- 
vorite, and @uaranteed to euard against 
nippy breezes of late fall and winter, 
Practical and pretty knitted caps of 
wool are fashioned in amusing shapes. 
or decorated with brightly colored pom 
poms and tassels. Buttoned  snuels 
under the chin. er pulled down over the 
ears. wool hats are cozily warm and 
their rich eolors eive a cheerful look to 
the campus or winter sport scene. High 
school campuses. too. are a favorite set- 
ting for these pretty knitted caps. 
Peen-agers who like the unusual will 
delight in wearing a pixie cap that fea- 
tures its own braided pony tail. The 


pixie is the perfeet item to set off that 








new pleated skirt, or brightly colored turtle neck sweater. Another newcomer to the fall hat scene is the pillbox with 
ascot to match, that comes in stenciled leopard and other designs. These combinations have the look of young sophis- 
tication that teens adore. 

Fake fur is very much the vogue this winter, and has a sophisticated and glamourous look very much like the real 
thing. These hats, however, are priced for teen-age budgets. Many of the hats are extremely versatile, in that they can 
also be re-arranged to suit the whims of the wearer. The selection of her hat or cap is usually a time of delight for the 
teenager, and this year she has a delightful group from which to choose. 

Shown on these pages are the latest styles in winter hats for teens, and also listed are the designers of these creations. 











1. 


White wool cap features a braided pony 

tail of multicolored wool. Unusual and 

amusing style adds a touch of fashionable 

fun to a campus wardrobe. Smart hat, 

available in other colors, is a part of the 
Gobi collection. 


Pixie hats are formed from loops and loops 
of brilliantly colored wool. This one ts 
accented with tassel and pom poms in con- 
trasting colors. Pretty and practical wool 
caps are fun to wear and so easy to care for. 


Fun hat of loosely knitted white wool is 

fashioned in the likeness of a snowman. 

Worn pulled down to cover the ears, the 

toasty warm cap has a gay and cheerful 

look on campus, ski slope or city street. 
Also by Gobi, 


4. 
“Head Warmer” comes in beige wool jer- 


‘sey glamourized by a wide band of beige 


toned lynx. Worn buttoned snugly under 

the chin the hood is smart and practical 

for frosty winter days. A perennial favor- 
ite, by Betmar. 
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Cranberry Orange Relish 4-Ways 


Easiest of all cranberry relishes—the all-time favorite 
cranberry-orange combination. Creative cooks like to 
add their own touches—nuts, coconut, subtle season- 
ings. The uncooked cranberries retain their marvelous- 
ly refreshing flavor. Pictured are four easy variations. 


CRANBERRY 
SEASON 
IS HERE 


MUCH of the pleasure and signi- 

ficance of our holiday dinner 

would be lost if we altered the tradi- 

tional menus. Everyone looks forward 

eagerly to the Thanksgiving meal with 

the certainty that turkey and cranberry 

sauce, sweet potatoes and many relishes 

will come to the table, followed by a 

luscious pumpkin or mince meat pie. 

Within this traditional framework, of 

Cranberry Ginger Pie course, much can be done with new 

hued fresh cranberries are at their best in a classic lattice-top pie— foods and new ideas. Cranberry sauce 

ful and inviting. For a flavor change, though, a new idea—sugar and or relish has a new wrinkle, too. 

red ginger to sprinkle over the top. Requiring only a minimum of Served either in the old manner, or pre- 
ration, this unusual taste sensation, with the lattice-top usually reserved ; 

e less glamorous fruits, is certain to be appealing. Complete recipes pared according to one of these new 

this and other dishes on these pages can be found on page 74. recipes for uncooked cranberries as 

shown, this dish is an essential for the 


holiday table. 








Cranberry Calico Cake 


Cake and coffee make a party any time, especially holi- 
days, and it’s nice to have a special treat on hand for 
those inevitable drop-in guests. This cake’s a beauty, 
and tastes as good as it looks. Moist and delicious, the 


cranberry-cream cheese frosting is licking good too. 


Cranberry Baked Pears 


Simple yet elegant ending for a sumptuous 
holiday meal are Cranberry Baked Pears. 
The refreshing tart-sweet taste of fresh 
cranberries blends with the pears, fresh 
or canned. A most appealing fruit dish, 
this combination is sure to be a hit. 





























Longer hair may now be yours 


... nere 1S your 
™Raveen. 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 


* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! 
* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! 


* Helps protect hair from moisture, 
dryness and dandruff! 





Raveen 
beauty! 


Look for Raveen at your favorite 
drug store or cosmetic counter 
You'll generally find New RAVEEN 


—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hoir preparo- 
tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful RAVEEN display box 
And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- 
mend thot you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit 
your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAVEEN -—ios send 
$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and 15e¢ for postage) to: 
SUPREME PRODUCTS CO., 1808 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 146, Illinois. We'll 
ship your New RAVEEN to you at once, postpaid. We'll ship C.0.D., if desired. 


Attention Dealers—; your wholesaler hos not yet stocked 
New RAVEEN, send us his nome ond address ond we'll see that he gets some in 

ot once. 

Money Back Guarantee — you mus: be completely 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN .. . or send the 
unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. - 1888 S. Michigan Ave. - Chicago 16, Ill. 
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Child Care: 


What About 
Hostility? 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 





66¥7 OU KNOW, Doctor, what a sweet 

shy child Butch used to be?” Mrs. 
Jones voice carried a note of concern 
and she continued, “Now, I don’t know 
what to do with him, he’s so aggressive 
and almost hostile to everyone.” 

Butch, a child who was rather smaller 
than the average, had indeed been a 
rather passive and shy child until he 
started public school, and then at the 
age of seven he began developing the 
aggressive tendencies which Mrs. Jones 
now interpreted as being hostility. What 
Butch Jones was doing was reacting 
normally to the pressures of other chil- 
dren. 

In his family group the fact that he 
was somewhat smaller was not particu- 
larly important, but in the school situa- 
tion where most of the boys his age were 
larger, Butch felt threats which he had 
not experienced before. In order to be 
accepted as one of the “gang,” Butch 
had to develop some characteristic which 
would let them know that even though he 
was smaller, he wasn’t a “sissy”. Such 
aggressive behavior is not necessarily un- 
desirable, in that it allows a child to re- 
main a member of the “in” group. It is 
only when antagonism does not find an 
outlet in play or group games that it is 
apt to become pent up or dangerous. 

In learning to get along with other 
youngsters, the overly aggressive child 
learns quite soon, that he can’t always be 
on the winning side, or always have his 
way. In the same way, by providing 
channels for blowing off steam at home, 
the child’s feelings of hostility to the 
rules and regulations of home life are 
dissipated in a healthful fashion. 

As every adult knows it is impossible 
not to feel some rebellion, and the child’s 
world is not much different from the 
adult’s. The overly shy child and the 
overly aggressive child are both looking 
for balance, and it is in this manner that 
schools, friends, and most of all, parents 
can help. 














AT LAST! 


PROTECTION 


afta 
PRACTICAL PRICE! 


DOUCHE 
POWDER 


Women everywhere are enthusiastic about new ECON-O-GENE, the 
douche powder that promises protection against offensive odors—yet 
is priced less than most other powders. Safe, sure Econ-O-Gene is so 
gentle it will soothe the most delicate areas of your body. Contains a 
delightful, fresh, lilac fragrance that doesn't just "cover-up" odors—but 
helps eliminate them! ECON-O-GENE—the modern, economical answer 
to your feminine hygiene needs—now available in unbreakable, clear 


plastic container! 


SPECIAL OFFER! 


Only 75¢ 


FOR 3 OUNCES OF ECON-O-GENE IN “ROYAL PURPLE” CONTAINER! 














——-—= CLIP AND MAIL ames 
TENN. PHARMACEUTICAL CO. 
DEPT. T-30 
1655 POPLAR 


MEMPHIS, TENN. 


Enclosed find 75¢. Please send me postpaid container with 3 
ounces of ECON-O-GENE. 


NAME 





ADDRESS___ ZONE 





STATE__ 














47 








f ASHION conscious teen-agers know 
that their face is part of their fash- 
n fortune, and they know that “beauty” 
skin deep. A radiant complexion is a 
triking and attractive asset which tells 
the whole world that you are sitting 









retty. 

Some people are lucky enough to be 

yn with a clear, naturally velvety skin. 
Most people, however, need to give a bit 

f thought and attention to achieving 
this sublime look. Do you know your 
kin type and treat it accordingly? 

Dry skin with a tendency to chap or 
lake should be washed only once a day, 
vith a superfatted soap and warm water. 
At other times, cleanse your face with 

lanolin-based cosmetic cleanser. At 
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The radiant and flawless complexion which is so much desired by teen-agers can best be achieved by knowledge 
of their skin type, and following through with proper care and use of skin products which are most suitable. 


best FACE forward 


bedtime, massage a generous amount of 
night-care emollient cream or lotion 
gently into your skin. Let it stay for 
ten minutes, then blot off any residue 
with a tissue. 

Oily skin is the result of overactive 
oil glands, and is the most prevalent 
condition among teen-agers. It is vital to 
treat this condition carefully for it leads 
easily to blackheads, blemishes, acne 
and possible scarring. Cleanliness is 
most important. Wash the face thorough- 
ly at least three times daily with soap 
and warm water. Before bedtime, pat 
an astringent on your skin (witch hazel 
is fine) and let air-dry. 

Blemished skin is an almost universal 
problem of teen-age boys and girls. It re- 





quires the utmost cleanliness plus the ap- 
plication of a medicated acne blemish 
care product, which will keep the skin 
clear of excess oil and help heal pimples. 

A complexion-colored product is now 
available which blends with almost all 
shades of skin, and will hide blemishes 
while it helps heal them. One such prod- 
uct has a shaped applicator so the med- 
ication can be “spot-or-spread” directly 
from the tube onto the skin. Product 
dries quickly and powder may be used 
over it. 

In addition to proper skin care, good 
general health habits, including plenty 
of fresh air, exercise and a well bal- 
anced diet, are essentials of a radiant 
complexion. 
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To combat blemishes, a complexion-colored 
product, packaged in an easy-to-use tube 
with applicator, is now available. The 
medication can be worn under makeup, 
and hides blemishes while it heals them. 


The shaped applicator permits germ-free 
application of this medication directly 
from the tube onto the skin. The product 
dries quickly and powder may be used over 
it without destroying the medicating effect. 


Apply medication thinly and evenly with 

finger tips, but do not rub in. Cover deep 

discolorations, and smooth the edge until it 

blends with the skin. Apply to clean skin 
at least once a day, or as you desire. 
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‘Please Forgive Me, 
My Love’ 


(Continued from Page 29) 


said. “Mrs. Drummond.” 

I hesitated a second, with his clear brown 
eyes questioning me, and something passed 
between us that gave me an odd breathless- 
ness, 

“My husband is a 
couldn’t come,” I said. “I’m alone.” 

“Tt’s wonderful to be here this time of 
year.” He nodded again, and walked on. 

It was late that afternoon, as I lay on a 
blanket spread on the sand, watching the 
sun fade slowly out over the blue Pacific, 
I again saw his tall figure moving toward 
me over the sand. He was wearing a jacket 
now. and blue slacks. 

“Mind if I sit with you a while?” he 
asked. 

“Not at all.” But my voice came out tight 
and strained, because of the quickened beat 
of the pulse in my throat. 

We talked for about half an hour. He 
did most of the talking, telling about 
people I’d known out here. His television 
business in the summer kept him in touch 
with almost everybody. but he liked the 
early part of the spring months at the 
beach. Somehow I felt none of the shyness 
I'd once felt with young men my own age. 
Maybe being married had given me con- 
fidence. 

No, I didn’t tell him there was anything 
wrong with my marriage. But then, I didn’t 
need to tell him. He had to know that my 
being alone here was no indication of a 
happy marriage. And certainly not the 
actions of a satisfied woman. 

“About suppertime.” he said at last. “I'd 
better be getting along.” 

As I watched him walk down the beach, 
I felt ashamed of myself for I wished that 
he had stayed longer. But in my heart I 
knew I had no reason to feel ashamed. Not 
after the way Ray treated me. 

I was stretched out in a deck chair on 
the porch the next morning, pleasantly 
aware of the sun on my face and on my 
arms beneath the rolled-up sleeves of my 
pink blouse, when Jack suddenly appeared. 
Calmly, smilingly, he sat down beside me. 

I don’t remember what we talked about 
that day. Anyway, it wasn’t important. We 
said the important things during our si- 
lences, when his brown eyes would look 


businessman and 


deep into mine for an unsmiling, breathless 
moment before I turned away. 

For five days we’d met each day, and I 
had felt that physical contact between us. 
That frighteningly pleasant contact which, 
I realized with alarm and guilt and yet with 
reckless defiance, had almost reached the 
point of eruption. 

Now, as he sat beside me on the deck 
chair, his face was close to mine. For a 
grave instant we looked at each other. Then 
his arms went around me, and his lips 


so soft, shining... 


so naturally beautiful 


New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
just 3 days! Contains extra-rich 
lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
Long-Aid gives hair a_ protective 
shield against dampness . helps 
keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
tion, kills certain scalp bacteria 
keeps hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
ONLY $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 


TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 
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é : , No orders shipped less than $1.00. 
live outside continental U.S., add 35¢ postage for first $1.00 of order, 25¢ for each $1.00 thereafter.) 





Please rush me Long-Aid products checked below. Cash, check or money order enclosed. 


Long-Aid Sulphur. $1.00 no tax, 
Long-Aid Actalan Soap. 60c no tax. 


Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oil. $1.10 in- 
cluding tax. 


Long-Aid Bleach and Glow. 83c in- 
cluding tax. 


If you 





State 
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: Long-Aid Co., Dept. L-2 

a 

z [] Long-Aid with K-7. Regular size $1.10 

4 including tax. (] Large Economy size 

4 $3.30 including tax. 

gp CJ Long-Aid White Pressing Compound. 

# 66c including tax. 

B () Long-Aid Dandruff Remover Sham- 

2 poo. 69c no tax. 

: (Your order shipped postpaid. Sorry! NO C.O.D.'s! 
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e down on mine. I knew then, as the 


dizzying weakness spread all through me, 


how much [’d wanted to feel that 
irm. strong mouth upon my own. 

felt his hand, pushing up under my, 

e to lie warm on my bare waist. “No!” 


aid faintly. “Someone might come 
iong : 
He released me. For a moment he sat 


ilence. looking straight ahead. Then 
miled at me. “I better take off. Got a 
air job to do this morning.” 
\s | watched him disappear across the 
| realized I'd stopped his love mak- 
not by reminding him I was married, 


merely by saying someone might 
ome along.” Feeling really frightened 
and yet helpless before my own 


ndled desire, I knew that I’d gone too far. 
| was in the bedroom that night, sitting 
eside my portable radio, when his knock 
ne. Aware of my quickened heartbeats, 
opened the door and he came in. With- 
a word, he took me in his arms and 
ught his lips down on mine. 
\t the pressure of that warm, firm 
yuth. | felt my own lips soften and yield, 


felt a weakness in the back of my knees 


held me | might have fallen. 


ad down my legs, so that if he hadn't 
His mouth 
mine press against my_ throat. 
ing to him, knowing myself helpless 
against the warm waves of desire beat- 
all through me. Then he said, lips upon 
ine, “Jane? Jane?” 
| felt his arm under my knees, lifting 
from the floor. 
We became lovers that night, with the 
ht from the large stone fireplace casting 
ing shadows on the bedroom walls. 
k leaned on one elbow above me, and 


to 


irew 


his fingers down over my nose, my 
my throat. “You’re so beautiful,” 
aid. Then: “I love you, Jane.” 
| said nothing, only smiled, but in my 
I thought. 


irt | felt a sense of release. 
/ love 
| clung to the idea. trying to brace my- 
the guilt that was already 

hing in upon 


you. 


if against 
u If loved each 
her. then we were at least partially justi- 
\nd all [ felt for him—the eagerness 
which ld awaited him each day, the 
ure of our love making, the pleasure | 
felt as | looked at his tan face glisten- 
in the firelight—certainly all that 
1 up to love. 
he kissed me with re-kindled desire, I 
ped arms around his neck and let 
ips surrender to his. 


me. we 


my 


\X HEN JACK JOINED me on the beach 
he next morning, while I sat gazing 
the sea. he said nothing about the eve- 
before. He only took my hand in his 
| squeezed it warmly, briefly, as he said 
norning to me. But that night, and 
next, and the next, he came to the 
h house; and there, with the fireplace’s 
ddy glow on the walls, we made love. 
lhen, on the fourth night, as Jack lay 
ide me, hands clasped beneath his head. 
ked, “What are you thinking, Jack?” 


He smiled as he turned his face toward 
me. Then he said calmly. “Il was wonder- 
ing how many men there had been before 
me—besides your husband. I mean.” 

Those quietly spoken words were like 
ice cold water thrown into my face. For a 
long moment I lay rigid and silent with 
shock. Then I managed to say, “Why—why 
only you!” I forced myself to look straight 
into his eyes. “Jack! Don't you believe 
that?” 

“Sure. Why shouldn't I believe it. if you 
tell me so? But I won't be the last,” he 
said, in that same quiet voice. “There'll 
be others. You're too much woman for any 
one man.” 

That half-paralyzed shock had left me 
now, and my heart was beating sickly. 
“Others?” 

“Sure. Whatever's wrong between you 
and your husband will still be wrong when 
you go back to him, won't it?” 

Shame was sending fiery waves up my 
body. into my face. I said, with a desperate 
effort, “When you told me you loved me, 
you meant you could love a woman like 
me, didn’t you? I mean, a married woman 
who's down here for just a little while 

“Yes.” he said thoughtfully, “I guess 
that’s about it.” Sudden concern came into 
his face. “You feel the same way. don't 
you? I mean, I just figured we both knew 
this couldn’t last—” 

I forced my lips into a rigid smile. “Of 
course I realized it.” Then, still holding 
that painful smile: “Jack. it’s of 
Ie. a 

“You mean you want me to go?” There 
was reluctance in his voice. and lingering 
concern. “Well, all right.” 

When the door finally closed behind him 
I just lay motionless, too ashamed and 
wretched even to cry. I'd been able to fool 
myself, but I hadn’t fooled Jack! He knew 
J was just an unhappily married woman 
having a fling. I didn’t love Jack—I only 
Joved having a man’s arms around me and 
and he knew 


sort 


feeling warmly alive again 
it. I had a sickening vision of myself if | 
went on this way. a woman dressed in the 
good clothes her husband paid for. getting 
hard-faced and cynical as she went from 
one man to another looking for the love 
her marriage didn’t hold. 

like that. 1 thought desper- 
ately. There was only one man I truly 
wanted, and that was my husband. We'd 
heen so in love when we married. and we 
could find our way back together again. 
If I had it out with Ray. made him see 
how much I loved him. needed him. he'd 


I won't be 


love me again. 

1 knew what I had to do. 
the first thing in the morning. 
even leave a note for Jack. When he saw 
the locked door and the shuttered windows, 
he’d understand. 

I didn’t sleep much that night, and yet 
I was too keyed-up to feel tired during the 
As J stared out the win- 


I'd £oO home 
I wouldn't 


long drive home. 
dow at the continuous stretch of 
kept seeing the ugly word. “Adulteress.” 


sand | 


Yes, that’s what I was: So, did I have the 
right to return to my husband? I'd earn 
that right. I told myself fervently. I'd try 
to rewin Ray’s love. But if I failed, if he 
put aside my questions and remained in- 
different, then I'd leave him. I wouldn't 
go on taking the material comforts he gave 
me while I starved emotionally. That kind 
of hunger would turn me into the woman 
Jack thought I was. 

| arrived in Los Angeles late that after- 
noon. I stopped at a flower stand and 
bought a big bouquet of yellow roses. Then 
| drove out to the house. 

By six o'clock that evening the smell of 
beef roast in the oven was mingling with 
the spicy fragrance of the flowers. My hair 
was freshly washed and fluffed out around 
my face. and I was wearing a party dress, 
a dark blue silk with a bell skirt and a 
sweetheart neckline. 

| was watching from the living room win- 
dow, as Ray got out of his car. It was 
like seeing him without his mask, since he 
didn’t know I was there. How tired he 
looked. how wretched! I thought, my heart 
twisting with bewildered pain, Why, he’s 
been just as unhappy as I have! 

Hearing his key in the lock, I went out 
into the hall. When he opened the door I 
saw astonishment leap into his face—as- 
ionishment and joy. 

He said. “Why--why Jane! IT didn’t ex- 
pect you.” 

I ran to him. His arms closed around 
me tight. Oh. IT thought with exultation 
flooding my heart, he does love me, he 
does! And J love him! How could I ever 
have thought V'd leave him? 

I said. “I couldn't stay away any longer. 
Oh, Ray! I love you so!” I raised my 
head. “Do you love me, Ray? Do you?” 

That mask was slipping over his face. 
“Why. of course I love you, Jane.” 

“No!” 1 eried. “Don’t say it like that! 
Say it as if you meant it! Ray, what's been 
wrong with us?” Then. as I saw his face 

close up: “No. don't give me excuses. Just 
Jove me from now on, Ray. Just love me. 
Jove me. the way I love you!” 

| saw a strange look come into his eyes. 
a look of mingled pain and happiness. He 
said unsteadily. “Do you really love your 
old husband that much?” 

“Shut up! Shut up!” Joyful tears were 


burning my “You're not old! And | 


eyes. 
do love you.” 

He took my face in his two hands and 
kissed me. with all that old passion Id 
longed for on so many lonely nights. 

When his lips left mine I said breath- 
lessly. “I bought flowers, and there’s roast 
for dinner 

“To hell with dinner. Let’s go upstairs.” 

I'd thought I was happy during the first 
few months of my marriage, but in the days 
after my return from San Gabriel I learned 
that happiness regained is even sweeter. 
Whatever the barrier between us had been 

and I still couldn’t bring myself to ques- 
tion Ray about it—it was gone now. | 
awoke each morning aware of my happi- 
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ness even before I opened my eyes. Ray 
still worked a few evenings. but now I 
didn’t mind, because I knew he'd be home 
early. and that I’d go to sleep in his arms. 

Then, about the middle of the month, I 
woke up one morning suddenly aware of 
the calendar. I thought. with a surge of 
joy. Are we going to have a baby at long 
last? Are we? 

And then memory turned my whole body 
cold. Those nights in the beach house, with 
00k « «s 

Panic overwhelmed me. For years I’d 
longed for a child, but now I was just one 
frantic prayer: “Dear God. don't let me 
be pregnant! Not now when I can’t be sure 
Ray is my baby’s father! I know I sinned, 
but please, God, don’t this 
way!” 


punish me 

Somehow I managed to greet Ray serene- 
ly that night. But my heart filled with 
guilty fear each time I saw his brown eyes 
smiling at me warmly, proudly. 


HEN. THE MORNING OF 


second, I awoke knowing that there 


August 


was no point in further delay. I went to 
the phone and made an appointment with 
my doctor. 

When he’d finished his examination he 
said. beaming at me, “Well, Jane, you 
finally made it!” 

Smile back at him, I commanded myself, 
smilé! “When—?” 

“T’ll make your hospital reservation for 
mid-February.” 

I took the printed instructions he gave 
me and left. For a long time I walked the 
streets. I felt degraded. To be carrying a 
child, and not be sure who its father was! 
And what had I done to this small new 
human I was to bring into the world? For 
his sake. I’d have to keep my secret and 
hold my marriage together. No, that was 
only partly true. I would keep silent for 
my own sake, for the sake of that warm, 
tender happiness that had once more filled 
our house. I couldn’t lose it 
couldn’t! 

But how could I tell Ray face to face that 
I was pregnant? Surely. he’d read my 
wretched guilt in my eyes. I thought of 
phoning him, and glanced at my watch. 
Ten past one. Then another idea came to 
me. Ray always went to lunch at one. I 
could leave a note... 

In his office I hesitated for a moment. 
paper and pencil in my hands. and then 
wrote: “Guess what I’m going to buy with 
that birthday check you gave me? Nursery 
furniture! We'll need it next February.” 

I went home and waited. knowing he’d 
phone me as soon as he’d read that note. 
But the afternoon wore on. and the phone 
remained silent. Could it be. I wondered. 
feeling my stomach tighten into a cold knot. 
that Ray somehow suspected the baby 
might not be his? Could someone have 
seen me with Jack and told him? Oh. no! 
Ray and I couldn’t have had those happy 
weeks together if he suspected there’d 
been another man. But then why didn’t he 
Phone? Why? Why? 


again. [| 
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666 gives extra-fast decongestant action because it’s 
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There are 5 major symptoms of a cold: 
stuffiness, achiness, fever, constipation, and 
general ‘‘sick-feeling.’’ 666, the time-tested 
and proven cold medicine, fights all 5. No 
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The fast decongestant action of 666 
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tion keeps you ‘‘regular”’ during this criti- 
cal time. The unexcelled effectiveness of 
666 has been proven to thousands of users. 
When you have a cold, take 666, and see 
what real relief can be like. Satisfaction 
guaranteed .. . or your money back. At all 
drug counters, only 49¢. If you prefer tab- 
lets, take 666 cold tablets . . . same fast 
relief. Convenient and economical, too. 
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A little past five, as I watched at the liv- 
ing room window, my heart sickly racing, 
Ray turned into the driveway and got out 


the car. He had a long florists’s box 


under his arm. 
When I opened the door he placed the 
box on the hall table and said, “Two dozen 
And don’t tell me they must have 
enough to buy a layette. It isn’t every 
lay a man hears he’s to be a father.” 
He drew me into his arms and kissed me. 
I said faintly, “I thought you’d phone—” 
[ didn’t want to. I wanted to be with 
My whole body felt weak with relief. 
believed the child was his. It must be 
h Surely. surely, our child had been 
ceived out of our rekindled love. For 
the sake of that love, I’d just have to put 
Jack out of my mind, just have to pretend 
there’d never been those nights— 
But I couldn’t, of course. And two days 
later, while I was vacuuming the dining 
room rug, a vivid memory of Jack flashed 
me. The shadow of the flames on 
he wall, the gleam of Jack’s dark skin— 
[ was light skinned and so was Ray. 
What if my little baby was born with very 
dark skin? I stood there, with the vacuum 
till whining, and felt icy sickness in the 
pit of my stomach. 
[t was my secret guilt and terror that 
ide the months of my pregnancy so 
etched. And perhaps it was that same 
fear that made my actual labor, one late 
February night, so difficult that again and 
again the anesthetist was forced to clasp 
the nose cone over my face. 
| awoke from exhausted sleep to find 
irse bending over me. Groggily, I put 
hand on my stomach, so strangely flat 
“Wy hich —?” 
\ girl,” the nurse said smilingly. “A 
fine. seven-pound girl. Your husband's 
Do you feel strong enough to talk 


before 


him? 

Ray came in, kissed me gently. stroked 
lamp hair back from my forehead. I 
from a terror-tightened throat, “Have 
seen her?” 

He nodded, smiling. 

\\hat—what does she look like?” 
Exactly the way she should. Just like 
nother.” 
losed my eyes, feeling tears of weak- 
ind overwhelming relief slide down 
heeks. So it was Ray’s child. after 


e knelt suddenly beside the bed and 
his face against my neck. “Oh, Jane, 
darling, my baby! Don’t cry.” he said 
<enly. “You had a tough time, didn’t 

But it’s all right now. Everything’s 


| 
ioht. 


)' RING THE NEXT few months his 
words proved true. Now that we had 
daughter, seemed 
ner and deeper than ever. Ray reveled 
fatherhood. He never complained when 
tle Ellen’s crying woke us up at night, 
nd he was always ready to lend me a hand 


4 


small our love 


with formulas and even diaper changing. 

Ellen was almost a year old when, one 
rainy afternoon, I learned that all along 
our happiness had been based on decep- 
tion—not just my deception of Ray, but 
his deception of me. 

It came about in the most ordinary way. 
Around five that afternoon. while the baby 
was napping, a collection agent called 
about my car, the English sport car Ray 
had bought me back in the bleak days 
when he was giving me things instead of 
love. Our payment on the car was about 
due, the agent said. 

“Are you sure about the payment?” I 
asked. “It seems to me it isn’t due for 
another thirty days.” 

“According to our records,” 
said politely, “your payment is due in two 
days. Of course, if the data in your credit 
book contradicts that—” 

“Please give me your number.” I said. 
“T’ll look up the book, and call you back.” 

Hanging up, I searched unsuccessfully 
through Ray’s desk. Well, maybe it was 
in the locked top drawer. I knew he car- 
ried the key to that drawer on his key ring. 
But duplicate keys had come with the desk 
when we bought it. It seemed to me I'd 
seen them in one of his bureau drawers. 

I found the keys, came back. finally fit- 
ted the right key into the lock. 

The credit book lay under some large 
business envelopes. The top one caught 
my eye. Doctor Paul Benson, Los Angeles 
General Hospital, the return address said. 

Unhappy memories rushed over me. That 
time when we’d both been examined and 
had learned there was no reason we 
couldn’t have children. And then the frus- 
trating, bewildering years that had _fol- 
lowed. 

But the postmark on that letter was a 
date from two years ago, in August! 

My heartbeats already faint and fast 
with an intuitive fear, I picked up the en- 
velope and opened it. The letter had been 
sent to Ray’s office and said: 

This is to inform you that your examin- 
ation of August second confirms the previ- 
ous test. The results are still negative. 

August second, I thought numbly. The 
day the doctor had told me I was preg- 
nant. I’d left that note at Ray’s office tell- 
ing him the news. And then. apparently, 
he’d gone that same afternoon to the hospi- 


the agent 


tal for a second test. 

Why? And what did that last sentence 
mean, The results are still negative? 

Oh, I knew what it meant. The icy 
shock spreading through me told me all too 
well what it meant. Ray couldn't father a 
child. He’d known it all this and 
never told me. 

Then Ellen 
renewed love, but out of those shameful, 
half-forgotten nights—those nights that I'd 
pretended had never happened. 

And Ray had known our daughter wasn’t 
really his! All during my guilt-haunted 
pregnancy, all during the wonderful year 
since then, he’d known. And vet he’d said 


time 


hadn’t been born out of our 


nothing. How could he, how could any 
man, have kept silent? 

My shocked mind was still fumbling 
with that question when I heard the front 
door open. “Jane?” Ray called from the 
dining room. I must have made som: 
strangled answer, because a moment later 
he stood in the den doorway. 

Alarm leaped into his face. 
What is it?” 

My arm felt weighted with lead as | 
held the letter out to him. “A—a man 
called about the payment on the car. | 
was looking for the credit book when | 
found this—this letter from Doctor Ben- 
son 

All color drained from his face. He 
sank down onto the leather sofa and cov- 
ered his face with his hands. He said, in 
a muftled voice, “So now you’ve found out.” 

I said numbly. “That test, the one you 
had the first year we were mar- 
ried 

Taking his hands down from his face. he 
looked at me haggardly. “I lied about 
that test. I lied because I loved you. Oh. 
my darling! I loved you so much! And | 
was afraid that if I told you the truth 
you'd leave me. Can you understand, Jane? 


“Jane! 


made 


Can you?” 

Why. he sounded as if he, not I, had 
been the one who sinned, the one who 
needed forgiveness! I said gropingly, “Ray 

oh, Ray, then you knew about me—” 

“Yes, I've known. I thought there was 
something funny about you going to San 
Gabriel. Maybe there was another man. | 
hated to let you go. But there was no way 
that I could stop you. And then, when 
you left the note about the baby, I knew 
—you'd gone down there to meet some 
man. I knew you'd been unfaithful to me 
and I was ready to kill you. Only I loved 
you so much I looked for any excuse. I 
had the crazy hope that Doctor Benson 
was wrong. so I went back for a new test 
and said nothing te vou.” 

I said. forcing the words out, “Then you 
knew there'd been another man. And yet 
you didn’t throw me out, didn’t even say 
anything 

“It took a couple of days to get the 
report, and by then I'd had a chance to 
think things over. How could I blame you. 

\ young girl. married to an older 
a man who couldn’t even give her 


Jane? 
man 
children.” His eves were bleak with shame. 
“T suffered a lot with jealousy at first, but 
you were so loving. finally I had to believe 
you really loved me.” 

“I do. I do.” I cried. “That’s why I lied 
to you. I couldn't stand to lose you.” 

His face lit up. “I thought that. I mean. 
if | looked at vou one way, I saw myself 
as a sucker whose wife had a cheap affair 
and palmed a baby off on him. But look- 
ing at it another way—maybe vour affair 
was a good thing. showed you really be- 
longed to me. God knows we’d never been 
happier than we were after you came back. 
So I told myself you lied about the baby. 
not just to get out of a mess, but because 
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you loved me and wanted to stay with me. 
I tried to believe that and after a while I 
did believe it. This way I think we’ve both 
gotten to believe Ellen is our daughter.” 

My throat ached unbearably. I recalled 
the nights he’d walked the floor with Ellen 
crying in his arms. I thought of the time 
Jast fall when I’d had flu. and Ray had 
stayed home five solid days, mixing formu- 
las and changing diapers. I thought of the 
pride I’d seen in his face only days ago 
when the baby toddled her first uncertain 
steps. 

Something seemed to burst in my heart. 
I ran across the room and gathered Ray 
into my “She is your daughter!” 
Tears were streaming down my face. “No 
man could be more of a husband his 
wife. Oh, Ray. can me? I 
feel so ashamed—” 

His arms tightened around me. “Sh-h-h!” 
he said soothingly. “Don’t talk about it. 
Don’t even think about it.” 

“But I want to tell you. I want you to 
understand that I didn’t love him,” I said 
brokenly. “I’d hardened my heart against 
you but I hadn’t stopped loving you. even 
for a minute. I just felt alone. I 
thought you'd stopped loving me. I thought 
you were disappointed because I didn’t 
give you a baby. I even thought you might 
be having an affair with Miss Craig ‘i 
My voice trailed off as I thought how fool- 
ish this must sound to him. 

He groaned. “My stupid pride! Why 
didn’t I tell you the truth in the first 
place? I felt so guilty, I couldn’t even be 
a proper husband to you. I worked like a 
dog. I thought if I got to be a big success 
I could at least give you all sorts of luxur- 
ies. And you thought—” He covered his 
face with his hands. 

How far apart we’d been! In spite of 
all the love between us, we’d borne our 
terrible secret burdens all alone. I’d seen 
Ray as so strong. 
little, and yet how different our lives would 
have been if he’d felt he could confide in 
me. If we could have confided in each 
other. I couldn’t take back the terrible 
sin in my life, but I could learn to grow 
closer to Ray so that 
and shelter each other. 

“Ray.” I said tenderly, “I didn’t know a 
woman could love a man this much. Can 
you forgive me?” 

“We’ll—we’ll forgive each other. honey.” 

We both cried then, holding each other 
tight. until all the secret guilt we'd kept 
locked up from other had 
washed away. leaving peace and love. 

Ellen is almost three We 
want to rear her child, and 
so we've listed our names at an adoption 
agency. We feel this house holds so much 
for a second child. 
happiness, and love. 

I know very well I don’t deserve to have 


arms, 


you forgive 


so 


so wise, needing me so 


we could support 


each been 


now. don’t 


an only 


as 


so much warmth. and 


the finest husband in the world. But I 
also know, gratefully and humbly, that I 


do have. And if I’m half as good a wife 
as I try to be, I'll never lose him again. 


THE END 
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Too Good For Him 


(Continued from Page 33) 


dinner. I’m sorry. I mean, my folk are ex- 
pecting me—” I turned away from him, 
confused and with a trembling weakness 
inside of me. Standing so close to him I 
could feel and smell his maleness and it 
did something shocking to me. 

“T’ll give you fifteen minutes to get 
ready,” he said quietly. He knew—he knew 
how I felt. He knew I was too weak to 
resist him. “I’ve just got to check the rest 
rooms and then I'll be back.” 

He walked heavily out of the room. I 
sank down at my desk, my knees just col- 
lapsing under me. He had to check the 
rest rooms—perhaps give them a_ final 
cleaning. That was the kind of man I had 
agreed to date. “Mama.” I thought. “Papa. 
Forgive me. I won’t do it. Ill find some 
way to get out of it.” 

I thought of leaving the building with- 
out saying anything. But I couldn’t do 
that. I could see his face too clearly if I 
weren't here when he came for me. I'd 
gotten so I knew his expressions so well. 
He had a way of smiling uncertainly if he 
was puzzled or hurt. It was a little boy 
expression that went right to my heart. No, 
I must be here. but I must find some ex- 
cuse not to go out with him. 

I had it finally. I'd develop a sudden, 
severe headache. It must be my eyes, I'd 
suggest. I’d been straining them lately— 

He came in the door, and my eyes 
couldn’t help drinking in his appearance. 
It seemed. suddenly. like a miracle that this 
big, nice-looking guy was so eager to date 
me. 

“JI just have to powder my nose and 
I'll be ready.” I told him. 

His car was several years old, but it was 
polished like new and it ran well. He sat 
tall at the wheel. driving skillfully but with 
great care. At first I felt a little awkward 
at being with him like this. but gradually I 
relaxed. He was an easy person to be with, 
not overly talkative but warmly compan- 
ionable. 

He asked me if there was any place in 
particular where I'd like to go for dinner 
and when I told him no he said, “I'll take 
you to my favorite restaurant, then. It’s 
sort of a beer garden, but they’ve got real 
good grub.” 

The word “grub” grated against my ears. 
I thought, suddenly, of my folks. “I'll have 
to call home.” I said. “I guess I should 
have called from the school—” I stopped, 
thinking of how I'd had no intention of 
keeping my date with him. 

He said he’d stop at the first public 
phone booth. Then he went on to tell me 
how lucky I was to still have my folks. 

“All I’ve got left is my sister,” he told 
me. “Pop was killed when I was in the 


eighth grade and Mom died a couple of 
years later. I quit school and knocked 
around the country. Then a couple of years 
ago I decided to settle down. I came here 
to be near Jean and her family. She’s got 
two of the cutest kids you ever saw—” 

He broke off. turning to me with a grin. 
“You don’t have to tell me you like kids. 
I’ve seen you looking at some of the little 
tykes in your class—” 

I smiled uneasily. “Yes, I’m very fond of 
children,” I said stiffly. I wanted to make 
it plain I was speaking as a teacher, not 
as a woman. 

He seemed a little puzzled by my tone. 
Then he recovered and went on to tell me 
how he’d gotten his job. His brother-in-law 
was with the street department, and he'd 
suggested that Bill try out for a civil serv- 
ice job too. 

“With only two years of high school 
there wasn’t much I could qualify for,” he 
said, “but I took the test for janitor and 
passed it with flying colors. So I figure 
I’m set now. and like Jean says, it’s just 
about time. Ill be twenty-five next month.” 

I couldn’t think of anything to say. I 
wished I hadn’t come. Every word he said 
made me realize more strongly how impos- 
sible he was for me. 

“How about you, Selma? You plan on 
teaching for quite a while?” 

“Yes. of course.” I said, almost huffily. 
“After four years of college—well, you just 
don’t throw that away.” 

He gave me a searching look. “There’s 
no law any more against a married woman 
teaching.” he said. “So—so if you got se- 
rious about somebody there wouldn’t be 
any problem, would there?” 

When I didn’t answer he said, “You 
aren’t serious about anybody, are you, Sel- 
ma?” 

“No.” I told him flatly. 

He stopped the car at a highway phone 
booth and I called the house. When Mama 
answered I told her I’d decided to go to 
dinner and a movie with Doris, another 
teacher I sometimes went out with. She 
could have reproached me for not calling 
sooner. but she didn’t. She told me to have 
a good ime . << 

Bill took me to a place called Jake’s It 
wasn’t as refined as the places I dined 
when Doris and I went out together, but 
there was a spirit of fun in the place that 
was contagious. We ate barbecue, and 
drank beer and danced to a juke box. 

I got slightly tipsy from the beer, but I 
didn’t care. I was having fun like other 
people. I was alive at last. When Bill 
squeezed me tight as a dance ended I wel- 
comed the tingle that ran along my nerves. 

But later. I faced my problem. Fortu- 
nately my car was back at the school. so he 
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drove me there instead of to my home. He 
wanted to follow me home to see that I 
got there all right but I wouldn’t hear of it. 

“I don’t want to take a chance on any- 
thing happening to you that I’ve 
found you.” he said huskily. 

His arm was around my shoulder. I knew 
he intended to kiss me and I felt myself 
stiffen. 

“Don’t be afraid. Selma.” he whispered. 
“T know you haven’t been around. That’s 
one of the things I love about you. I'll be 
very careful, honey, all along the way.” His 
big hands went to my face and he held my 
head gently while his lips came slowly to- 


now 


ward mine. I wanted to get away. but I 
couldn’t summon the will to move. His 
mouth was on mine... 

Oh, it was magic. My lips throbbed 
under his. I was melting inside. There was 
no one else in the world, only Bill and me 

He drew away. laughing softly. “That's 
just a sample, honey. You'd better run on 
home now and get a good night’s sleep so 
your pupils tomorrow won't guess that 
you’ve been out carousing.” 

I stammered thanks for the 
evening and ran and got in my own ear. 
As I drove home I gradually calmed down. 
I began to realize what I had done in 
going out with Bill and giving him so 
I’'d been weak. a 


out my 


much encouragement. 
fool— 

When I got home Mama called from her 
bedroom, “You’re all right. Selma?” 

“Yes. I’m fine. Mama. Good night.” 

I could imagine the questions she’d ask 
if she knew I’d been out with a man. What 
does he do? What college did he go to? 
A big shot he must be, to think he’s worthy 
of our Selma. 

He’s a janitor, Mama. The school jani- 
tor. But he’s a man, and he’s nice, and 
he likes me. 

Even after I was in bed I kept up the 
argument. What’s wrong with being a 
janitor? What makes me so special I have 
to marry a big shot. a professional man? 
I’m just an ordinary girl. not beautiful. not 
brilliant. College didn’t make me a dif- 
ferent All I husband 
and children of my own 

Oh. I could say all this to myself, but | 
could never say it to my folk. I couldn't 


person. want is a 


throw away the sacrifices they had made 


for me. Besides. I couldn't really love a 
man like Bill. I was just getting so des- 
perate for love that I was clutching at 


straws. The next time I saw him I'd make 
it very plain that I wanted nothing more 
to do with him. 


ig WASN’T THAT easy. though. I saw 

such adoration in his eyes. And when- 
ever I was near him I’d go weak all over. 
My voice just didn’t seem to belong to me. 
I went out with him again 

This had to be the end of it. I couldn't 
go on dating him without my folk know- 
ing- or without giving him some explana- 
tion as to why he couldn’t pick me up at 
home. As long as we left from the school, 
and he took me back there, it was all 


right. But he was pressing for a Saturday 
night date. 

“No!” I shouted at him one day. 

He got that puzzled look in his eyes I 
was seeing so often now. “I’m sorry,” I 
said. “I’m so nervous today I don’t know 
what I’m saying.” 

How kind his face became. He touched 
my arm. his big, warm fingers as gentle 
as if | were a child. Then he said quietly, 
“You're fighting something, Selma. I think 
vou re afraid of life. I want to teach you 
not to be afraid. Will you let me— 
please?” 

I went out with him again, a number 
of times, though I managed to evade a 
date that would have brought him to my 
house. One night he took me out to meet 
his sister Jean and her family. It was a 
wonderful evening. I helped settle the two 
small children into bed. I contentedly 
talked woman-talk with Jean Bill 
and his brother-in-law Morrie talked base- 
ball and cars and compared notes about 
their work. I that Bill took 
great pride in his work. He’d bought a 
new kind of floor wax at his own expense 


while 


discovered 


and tried it on the school floors. 

“It shines as good as the wax we’ve been 
said, “and it isn’t 
That’s important with kids running up and 
down the halls. 
it to the school purchasing agent.” 

I finally had to tell my folk I was going 
with a man. “It’s nothing serious.” I told 


using.” he slippery. 


I'm going to recommend 


them. “Just someone I—I enjoy seeing 
once in a while.” 
They beamed. I knew I hadn’t con- 


vinced them at all that it wasn’t serious. 


Later | heard them whispering together, 
and the words I caught made me smile 
wryly Was it the new teacher 
I'd just taken 
his master’s degree and was sure to be a 


to myself. 
mentioned, the one who'd 


principal before long? Or maybe it was 
the who'd the 
Parent-Teacher Association some time ago 


young doctor addressed 
and whom I’d mentioned chatting with a 
while. Oh. their dreams knew no bounds. I 
was Selma. their jewel—the fine. educated 
one. No one was too good for me! 

At times I was warm and gay with Bill. 


' He 


was a patient man. but finally there was 


Other times I was cold and snappish. 


an end to his patience. One night we were 
parked out by the lake. I took his kisses 
hungrily. Then I realized what I was do- 
ing—how wrong it was to encourage him 


that way. and I pulled sharply away from 


him. 

He caught my shoulders in his big 
hands. “What is this?” he demanded furi- 
ously. “You smile and then you frown. 


You kiss and then you push me away. 
What’s behind it? 


now!” 


“I—-I don’t 
“Please, Bill 


“You do know, and you’re going to tell 


I want to know right 


know,” I said weakly. 


me! For weeks now you’ve been playing 
me like a fish on a line, and I’m tired of 


it. I’m not a kid, ’'m a man. I thought 
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For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 
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pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
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problem!” 
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This substance is now available in sup- 
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you were a woman, ready for marriage—” 
“Please don’t say any more,” I begged. 
“JT want to go home. I have a headache.” 
He gave no sign that he had heard me. 
Ready for marriage.” he repeated. “I’m 
asking you, Selma, are you ready for mar- 
age? I love you, but I won’t spend an- 
other evening with you unless you tell me 
that you love me too and want to marry 


[ can’t marry you!” I cried. “My heart 
reaks to tell you this, but you have a 
right to know. My folk—they’ve always 
een poor. They're uneducated. Their 
fe’s goal was to see that I had things 





etter than they 
He interrupted me with a burst of laugh- 
“You little goose,” he chuckled, “so 
it’s what’s been bothering you. You’re 
aid I can’t support a family. A lot of 
people don’t know what good money a 
initor makes, especially under civil serv- 
Why. I make more than a lot of guys 

hat wear white collars. You let me meet 
ur folks,” he went on eagerly. “It won’t 
me five minutes to convince them—” 

[t isn’t that. I mean, it isn’t just a 

er of money,” I said miserably. “My 


t 


folk have so much respect for education. 
sacrificed their whole lives to send 
through college. They—they dream of 
marrying an educated man. A teacher. 
an executive.” 
[ felt his body stiffen. There was a chill 
the air between us now that was almost 
sical. Even before he spoke I sensed 
hat he had withdrawn from me completely. 
He had dismissed me. I was no longer im- 
tant to him. 
[ see,” he said coldly. “I was very 
blind, but at last I see. I'll take you back 
your car now.” 
[ knew that anything I said would be 
mg so I remained silent as he started 
he car and drove me back to where my 
ear was parked. When I got out all 
id was, “Goodbye. Bill. [I'm—sorry.” 
Goodbye,” he said with stiff courtesy. 
When I walked into the house Mama 
ed up from her mending. 
Back so soon?” she said. 
[ had a terrible, disloyal moment when 
[ almost hated her. Yes, back so soon, 
back to stay. Only one man in the 
wants me and thanks to you I've 


him 


DAYS PASSED, and the weeks. 

Yes, time does pass. The clock may 

to stand still. It may seem like an 

ity before you tear another sheet off 

laily calendar on your desk, but finally 

time does come. You tear it off and 

it into the waste-basket. Another 

if your life in the waste-basket. How 

days, how many years before you 

so dead inside you don’t care about 
hing? 

[ saw him around the building and 

nds, much as we tried to avoid each 

I saw him, tall and strong, and 

ehow with a great dignity, even when 

vas mopping a floor. And my heart 


cried within me. He could have been my 
love, my husband. We could have had a 
snug little home, with children to share in 
our love. 

“Tt isn’t fair.” I'd tell myself. “He’s 
more than worthy to be my husband.” And 
I'd decide to tell my folk so. Only I 
couldn’t. Many times I started. but I could 
never get out the word, “janitor.” And 
the folks continued to whisper and watch 
me with proud eyes. They continued to 
treat me like a princess who any day might 
bring home a prince to be their son-in-law. 

Then one Saturday morning Mama’s 
whisper broke into a shrill scream. I was 
in the bathroom, getting ready to wash 
my hair. I ran to the kitchen. 

“Mama, what is it—” 

It was Papa, I saw at once. He was 
slumped over the kitchen table, his breath 
coming harshly. In falling forward he had 
knocked over his cup of coffee. In all my 
shock I noticed how the coffee was drip- 
ping onto Mama’s clean kitchen floor. 

“Call Dr. Williams!” Mama screamed. 
“Oh, Papa—oh, Jim!” She was usually 
so calm, but now she was like a mad- 
woman. 

I raced for the telephone and luckily 
Dr. Williams was in his office. He prom- 
ised to be right over. 

I went back to the kitchen. Mama had 
raised Papa’s head and was cradling it 
against her breast. Her face was paler 
than his. “Jim, Jim. My sweetheart, my 
angel.” she moaned. I'd always taken my 
parents’ love for granted, as I suppose 
most children do. It was a part of them. 
and my life. But I'd never thought of it 
as being something fierce and passionate 
—an intense physical need for each other. 

“There, there, [’ll be all right. Already 
it’s easing up—whatever it was,” Papa 
said. He gave Mama a weak smile, his 
eyes adoring her. They were in a world 
of their own, completely unaware of my 
presence. And I had a sudden sense of 
loss. of being shut out. I wasn’t all in all 
to them, as I’d always thought. They had 
had this love for each other before I was 
born. It would last through anything that 
happened to me. While I 

My thoughts broke off as Mama de- 
manded anxiously, “Where is that doctor? 
Did you tell him—” 

“He’s here now.” I said, as a car braked 
to a fast stop in front of the house. I 
went to the door and led the doctor to 
the kitchen. He sent Mama and me out 
of the room. 

Mama paced the floor of the living room, 
her face pale and worried. After a while 
the doctor came to the door. smiling. 

“Jim will be fine.” he said. ‘Whatever 
little spell he had is over now. You'd 
better keep him quiet for a few days, 
though, and I'd like him to come into the 
office for a complete check-up as soon as 
possible.” 

I saw the life come back into my moth- 
er’s face. I went to the door with the doc- 
tor. I talked to him a few moments. When 


[ went back into the house Mama had put 
Papa to bed. She stayed in the bedroom 
with him, and I wandered into the living 
room, feeling strangely lost and alone. My 
parents were in the house with me, but just 
the same I was alone. They had each 
other. [ had no one. All of a sudden it 
struck me. I had no one at all who meant 
to me what they meant to each other. 

I began to tremble with the enormity of 
my discovery. They had each other. Even 
though Papa was a laborer. their lives 
were rich. My life was barren and poor, 
because of the artificial goal they had set 
for me. They were good people. They had 
meant well by me. But just the same, they 
had all but ruined my life with their mis- 
taken ideas. 

\ great sense of freedom swept over me 
as I realized this. Still, I realized I must 
act now, while my courage was high. 

[ went to the bedroom door. “I’m going 
out, Mama,” I said, “if you're sure you 
don’t need me.” 

She glanced toward the door. a bemused 
look in her eyes. “No, I won’t need you,” 
she said. She looked back toward the bed. 
She touched Papa’s hand, murmuring 
something [ couldn’t make out. He smiled 
up at her . 

I grabbed a jacket and ran out of the 
house. I got in my little car and headed 
for the school. Bill worked a half day 
on Saturday, doing work that couldn't be 
done when school was in session. 

He was washing windows when I drove 
up. [ got out of the car and he saw me 
coming towara him. but he went on about 
his work. 

“Bill,” I said. 

He looked around in surprise. Then his 
face hardened. He started back to his 
work. 

I caught his sleeve. “Bill. I've come to 
tell you 

It was too much to try to explain in a 
few words. I didn’t know where to begin. 
(nd he was looking at me so coldly. I 
felt my mouth twisting like a child’s. Sud- 
denly [ threw myself forward against his 
big chest. Clutching at his shirt, I sobbed 
until | felt his arm go around me. I felt 
his hand stroke my hair, and I knew it 
was going to be all right. In time I would 
be able to explain everything and he would 
understand. We'd have a good life, Bill 
and I. And my folks would be happy for 
me, once they accepted the fact that I was 
determined to lead my own life and that 
the goals they had set for me were not 
my goals. 

[f [| had lost Bill I realize that much of 
the blame would be mine. I knew that my 
parents’ ideas were snobbish and wrong. 
[ should have made them understand how 
I felt. How could they know, otherwise? I 
was weak and cowardly, afraid of hurting 
them, I told myself, but actually I was 
afraid of losing their love. 

Now several weeks have gone _ by. 
They've met Bill, and I haven't lost their 
love. I have their love. and his. I’m a very 


happy girl... THE END 
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I Played 
With Dynamite 


(Continued from Page 25) 


(INCE THE SUPERMARKET was clear 

over on the other side of tewn, Larry 
always got home long after Richard. So, 
usually, Richard would be in the kitchen, 
talking to me while I cooked dinner, when 
Larry got in. That evening Larry looked 
around the kitchen with exaggerated sur- 
prise. then asked sarcastically, “Where’s 
the other half of your cozy twosome? Don’t 
tell me I scared him off!” 

All my good resolutions to ignore his 
outburst at breakfast went up in ‘taake of 
my outraged fury. “You must be clean 
out of your mind! Making a nasty crack 
like that!” 

Larry glared back at me every bit as 
furiously. “That’s right! I so much as 
suggest your beloved Richard is anything 
less than 100% perfect. that means I’m 
Well, let me tell you, I’ve still got 
sense enough to know Richard’s human! 
In fact, if I remember 
once upon a time you were so 


crazy! 


And so are you! 
correctly, 
human, you thought it was 
hang around waiting to get married!” 
I felt my face flame. There 
nying that from the first moment 
and I saw each other, it was practically 
spontaneous combustion, for both of 
And I had been frightened that the urgent 
get the better of self 
It was a strange, new thing to 
have my senses so stirred. No fellow had 
ever aroused that response in me before. 
And nene had since, either! It was dis- 
gusting for him to imply that Richard 
could—or would! Just plain disgusting! 
I told him so heatedly but there was no 
getting any 
head. “I tell you, you’re asking for it! 
he said fiercely. 
to see where you’re heading. 
I grant you, 


safer not to 


was no de- 
Larry 


passion would 
control. 


my 


his stubborn 


” 


sense through 
“Maybe you’re too dumb 
And Richard 
—who, is a good 


guy and 


besides, would ordinarily have more sense 
—is still too knocked out over losing Lois 
to realize what’s cooking. But I’ve still 
got all my crackers and I’m not going to 
put up and shut up any longer! Jumping 
Jehosaphat, can’t you Nina? Any 
stranger walked in here would think you 
and Richard were the husband and wife. 
And me, just third 
boarder or something. How long do you 


see, 


I was some wheel 
think you can be all cozily domestic, a 
stand-in for your sister every other way, 
before you and Richard find yourselves for- 
getting that’s not for real?” 

“So just because you’re so jealous, you 
can’t stand me paying any attention to 
anybody else but you, you call Richard and 
me immoral!” I cried. 

“I’m saying that anybody but a couple 








ENJOY THE 


LEIGH 


SIDE OF LIFE 


NEW IMPROVED PALMER'S “SKIN 
SUCCESS” BLEACH CREAM BRINGS 
CLEARER LOVELINESS BY FAR 


Enjoy the popularity and admiration that goes 
with a lighter, fairer, more radiant complexion. 
New improved Palmer’s “Skin Success” Bleach 
Cream is the secret. This famous cream now 
contains more of that dependable bleaching in- 
gredient . . . ammoniated mercury (more than 
any other leading cream on the market)... to 
work faster in fading sun spots, freckles, and 


blotchy, darkened skin. 


Don’t let a darkened, spotty complexion cloud 
your enjoyment of life. Step out on the light side 
with a creamy, dreamy, fairer look. Palmer’s 
“Skin Success” Bleach Cream only 35¢. Satis- 
faction guaranteed or your money back. 








LOVELIER 
COMPLEXION TOO 


..-plus head-to-toe protec- 
tion with the deep-acting 
foamy medication of “Skin 
Success” Soap. It beauty- 
bathes while it destroys 
odor-causing surface bac- 
teria . . . makes you sure 
you’re nice to be near. 
Palmer’s “Skin Success” 
Soap. Only 25¢. 


DEPENDABLE QUALITY SKIN CARE PRODUCTS SINCE 1840 








POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 


CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32St. Studio 769,New peat 


ANALYZE HANDWRITING 


MORE INCOME... MORE PRESTIGE 
and Greater PERSONAL Success! 
YOU CAN learn how to identify character /7 
and personality traits from ordinary hand- 
writing. Fascinating home-study training. Ma any 
career opportunities for both men and women, ful! 
or sparetime. Just send your name address for 
ea FREE sample lesson an mee lustrated catalog 
Free. No salesman will be other y (State age). 

INTERNATIONAL GRAPHO. ANALYSIS SOCIETY, INC. 
325 W. Jackson Dept. LN-124 Chicago 6, Hil. 









GET AGENTS 
JASAMPLE CASE 


ou". 

MORE 

MONE Y QUICK! Ther you'll 

have Money to get the things 

you’ve always wanted. Be our 

Agent for Valmor and Sweet Georgia 

Brown Products. Fast Sellers—Face Powder, Beauty Creams, 

Hair Dressing, Perfumes, Sachet Powders and Incense. No 
experience needed. itnex © are Time. Earnings possible uo 
to $20. 00 in a day. E NOW for at MONEY MAKIN 

Agents’ SAMPLE CASE Offer. VALM PRODUCTS COo.. 

2451 So. Michigan Ave., Dept. E- 253, Chicago 16,'tll. 
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Leyor0 COLORING 


EASY TO LEARN. Supplement present income by doing 

this profitable creative home work for studios, stores, and 

XQ ——.. others. Full or part time. Fascinating hobby or 
(3) vocation. Old established school. Low tuition. Easy 

Z payments. Write today for FREE BOOKLET. 

yf * tells all about getting started. No obligation, 
NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL 
y* Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3238, Chicago 14, 


ASTHMA 


“ror” NO-COST TRIAL OFFER! 


FOR 


IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS, from coughs, gasping, wheezing . 
write quick for daring No-Risk, No-Cost Trial Offer. No 
matter if you consider your case “‘hopeless’’—Write Today! 


NACOR, 125 W. 22, Dept.’ 76-N, Indianapolis 2, J 


Dignified PROFITABLE, Work-at-Home 
Spare Time Opportu ity for You!... 


INVISIBLE MENDING 


i NOT Sewing, Darning—but Reweaving 
. 
¥ Actually Makes Holes, Cuts, Burns 
§ Disappear from Clothing and Fabrics 
2 4 Check big demand for Invisible Menders in your 
W area. Dignified, pleasant all-profit work, easy to 
S learn and do at home. Makes moth holes, cigar- 
ette burn: 
Sana aleuier, ‘Tebrice, Torn “count it 
AETER fee spare- -time nours into good cash! pay fs 
™ Pays up to $10 in an Hour! | writes Annie 
Invisible Menders (Reweavers) report one Cc a 
earnings up to $10 in an hour, with as Mississipp! 
much business as they want to do! Many “Words cannot tell 
you how I appreciate 
my part time busi- 
ness. Icount ita 
blessing. ..°’ 






































start spare time, work full time as busi- 

ness grows. Why not you? 

Details FREE by mail! No salesman 
will ever call. Write TODAY! 


FABRICON, 6238 Broadway, Dept. 4011, 
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Who makes it this easy 
to shop for a new appliance? 


Brand Name appliance manufacturers! Each 
year, these reliable firms use many types of 
media (magazine advertising is just one 
example) to keep you informed of the latest 
improvements in television sets, transistor 
radios, washers, dryers and other appliances. 

Why? Because Brand Name appliance 
manufacturers have a basic conviction about 
their products. They believe in them. And 
they prove it by advertising in magazines, 


newspapers, on radio and television, car 
cards and outdoor. In brief: they give you 
all the facts to make it easier for you to 
choose a new appliance. 

Count on Brand Name companies. They're 
leaders—in new products—new ideas—and 
quality (of course). They're the authorities 
on style and fashion. Be sure to look 
closely at the ads in this magazine. You'll 
see what we mean. 


LOOK FOR 


CONFIDENCE 


MEMBER OF 


BRAND. 


FOUNDATION, INC, 


SATISFACTION 


BUY LEADERSHIP BRANDS ¢ Brand Names Foundation, Inc., 437 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N.Y. 
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of angels straight from heaven are going 
find a set-up like this blowing up in 
their faces sooner or later! 

“IT never heard anybody talk such com- 
plete nonsense in my life!” I told 
“And if you think you’re going to make 
me run out on Richard 
me—after all he and Lois did for me 
can just think again!” 

Larry’s fist crashed down on the counter 
everything in tue kitchen 
“You listen to me. 


him. 
Ww hen he needs 
you 


hard 
jumped—including me. 
Nina! I’ve got a tip I’m in that 
assistant manager’s job at the new Rox- 
And believe me. 
But if 
putting 


top so 
line for 


bury store when it opens. 
I'll take it if I have the chance. 
somebody else gets that. I’m still 
a transfer, as far away as | 
And if 


with me. that gives me grounds for divorce 


in for can 


set from here. you wont come 


in this state and I'll darn well use them! 
I'm not playing second fiddle to any other 
wife!” 


guy with my 

Divorce! The very word struck cold 
chills in my heart. Desperately. I told my- 
self Larry didn’t really mean it. He was 


just being totally unreasonable and deter- 
It wasn't the 
that I'd dis- 
had 


brought up her son to think that was his 


mined to have his own way. 
first time since our marriage 


covered my doting mother-in-law 
God-given right. 

Why he wouldn’t go to Roxbury or any 
place else where he could no longer run 
to Mama cluck 
because heartless me wouldn't spoil him 
like she had! My 
realized that. 
could stop trying 


and have her over him 


courage returned as | 
I was about to tell him he 
into 


bully me giving 


him his way—with empty threats!—when I 
heard the front door open. 
“Aunt Nina! Aunt Nina. 
Dickie piped. 
I tried to pull myself together as he ran 
into the kitchen, 


enthusiastic bear 


back!” 


I’m 


grabbing him up in an 
hug. But I felt a fresh 
wave of dismay when his grandmother fol- 
lowed him through the doorway. 

Even if she hadn’t walked into the mid- 
dle of fight Larry, I 
wouldn’t have been too happy to see Mrs. 
Latham. When I'd been part of her son’s 
household before | 
along 


between me and 


married Larry. | 
She'd nice to 
me so naturally I'd liked her and thought 
she must like me. But 
she’d come here since Larry and I moved 
back in. I had the feeling she was all set 
to disapprove of anything 


got 


with her fine. been 


too. every time 


and everything 
in the way I was running Richard’s home 
and taking care of his child. I laid it to 
her being put that Richard 
turned to her, rather than me. 
had to have help. Her 
natural enough, I supposed. 
think 


sense and being practical. 


hadn’t 
when he 


out 


resentment 
But 
believer in 


was 
you'd 
such a great common 
as she prided 
herself on being, would have seen it was 
neither one to expect an elderly woman like 


her to take over the care of such a young, 


how I 
still 


when she was around, 


active child Dickie. No 
tried to understand 
felt uncomfortable 
and twice as uncomfortable now with Lar- 
ry not bothering to wipe the thunder cloud 


off his face. 


matter 


her feelings, I 


“Have you eaten?” I asked with false 
brightness. seeing her glance at the pots 


on the stove which betrayed that we hadn’t. 


“Of course, child. It’s nine o’clock and 
after.” 

“Oh. I didn’t realize it was that late!” 
I exclaimed. “I better get Master Dickie 
here to bed right away.” 


“T’ll take care of Dickie.” She grasped 
his little hand firmly and led him toward 
the hall. “You see 
band, Nina.” 


“I’m not 


to feeding your hus- 


hungry.” Larry muttered. 
\ good thing his mother was vacationing 
in Florida, I thought he’d 


be running home to her making 


scornfully, or 
right now. 


a show of himself in front of Mrs. Latham! 


I felt more like wringing his neck than 
feeding him. But for the sake of appear- 
ances. I jollied him into condescending to 


dinner. At least. he 
not to throw another 


eat a warmed-over 
had the 
ding in 


grace wing- 


front of Richard when he came in 
from putting the car away. As for me, one 
look at Richard’s face and I knew he 
having one of his hard times of bitterness 
felt 


making so much out of my 


was 


over losing my sister. Right away. I 


ashamed to be 


troubles with Larry when they were so 


trifling compared to Richard’s troubles. 


It also made me realize that I didn’t 
want to lose Larry—by divorce or death 
or any other way! Sure. I got fighting 
mad at him—and with good cause!—but 


I loved him with all my heart in spite of 
his faults and life 
be worth 


wouldn’t 
It’s pretty hard 


without him 


living for me. 


even when you've got him alone bed 
with you—to convince a husband who’s set 
on sulking that you love him and want 


him. But I managed because after all, 
Larry was crazy about me, too. 

He wasn’t stupid by a long shot, so I 
was sure that when he started using his 


flying off the handle. he 


would see how unreasonable he was being. 


head instead of 
He might even get around to admitting 


to himself, anyway—that it was his resent- 
ment of Richard’s objections to my marry- 
ing him that still rankled and kept him 
from acknowledging 7 was duty bound not 
brother-in-law whose 


his debt. 


to run out on the 


kindness had put me so much in 
‘O I WAS FEELING considerably more 


cheerful as Mrs. Latham and I washed 


up the breakfast dishes next morning. Un- 
til she said, “Nina, I don’t want you to 


There’s an old and 
true saying that the road to Hell is paved 
with 


think I’m blaming you. 


and I’m 
the best you 
But that’s no real solution 
to Richard’s problems. And it’s very 


good intentions sure your 


intentions were of when 
moved in here. 


un- 





IT COVERS GRAY HAIR 


Wm. J. Brandt's 


LIQUID 


EAU 


DENNA 
HAIR 
COLORER 


will cover gra 
hair in 10 to 30 
minutes so _ tha’ 









ANYONE | CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME 
YOU SAVE TIME AND MONEY 


No one will suspect your hair has been dyed. 
it soft and lustrous — no dead color — no streaks—no 
spots—just a uniform color if properly applied 
WILL NOT TURN THE HAIR REDDISH 
It will not rub off. It stays on several months. 
Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, permanent wavin 
curling or straightening iron—nothing takes it o; 
fou can cover any gray no matter how stubborn or 
how caused. 
Wonderful for Touching Up 
You can put it on just where needed Cc. 
over other dyes or where powdered hennas T Ste been 
used. Does not break the hair. DOES NOT TER- 
FERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. ti directions 
in _ box in English and Spanish. CAUTION: ‘*Use 





n be used 


as directed on label.’’ Colors: Sleek Dark Brown, 
Meaium Brow n, Light Brown, Drab, Blond, Auburn 
(in ordering please state color desired). Price: per 


box. $3 cash with order or $3.45 C.O.D. (including 
mg through your department store, 

us. Give full local address. Money 
back if not entirely satisfied. 


HAIR SPECIALTY Co. 
Dept. T-11, Box 823, Westport, Conn, 


Men as well as women can use Eau Denna to advantage. 























We need New Ideas 

FOR RECORDING ... 
Your Songs or Poems could 
EARN MONEY FOR YOU! 
FREE EXAMINATION 


Mail to: STAR-CREST RECORDING CO. 
Dept. 0-19, 6602 Raxingten | Ave., Hollywood 38, Calif. 


















GET YOUR MAN 


and make him yours FOR 


EVER. Don’t sit home alone 
at night—waiting for the 
Phone call that never 
comes. Enjoy the thrill 
every woman craves 
Learn how you too can 
WIN and KEEP the man 
you love! 


HOW TO WIN and HOLD A HUSBAND 


contains confidential advice a great Love and Marriage 
Expert has given to thousands of women, all reduced t 
simple rules that you can use to WIN YOUR MAN. 


FREE TRIAL—SEND NO MONEY 


Just send your name and a, today. On delivery 2. 
y $1.98 plus postage wi your p« ae n. Use for 
J at NEY B CK GUARAN- 


TEE: You must be more than delighted, or y« te money back 
SAVE MONEY! Send $2.00 with order io. Save shipping 
charges. Same unconditional Mon ey Back Guarante 


LARCH, 118 EAST | 28, Dept. 416-K, NEW YORK 1 





how can you 


DEVELOP 


a more beautiful body...? 
We believe you can by 
using our special genuine 
OIL OF MINK with ROYAL BEE JELLY 
with our special exercise plan 


NOW this unique combination is 
available to all women who long 
for exciting figure beauty. Tones 
and soothes the body 















muscles, and provides Y 
a more supple figure wwe 3 on. 
and improves posture. |Jar$1.98 


For BOSOM, LEG, HIP | 5s" g7.98 
and THIGH Muscles | 5.1) 4 57. 
You can order: Jar $5.00 





MINK ROYALE CREME 
--.only by mail at special goiter! prices. 
Safe, harmless. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. Save 
32¢ on posses. Send cash, +» or M.O. with 
order. $1.00 deposit MUST accompany C.O.D 
orders. Balance collect plus P.O. charges. 
MARSHALL DRUG REMEDIES, INC. © 
DEPT. 10-G, Box 188, Forest Hills 75, N.Y. 
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fair to you and Larry. A young couple 
ieeds a place of their own, no matter how 
modest, where they can adjust to double 
harness without having witnesses to the 
troubles they’re bound to have doing that. 
When you've lived as long as I have, child. 
ull know that angry words, your hus- 
ind says to you in front of somebody 
else, take on an importance out of all pro- 
portion to what you'd feel if he’d said 
hem in private.” 

[ gritted my teeth, trying to restrain my 
nger. “Larry and I aren't a bride and 
groom, Mrs. Latham. If we haven’t ad- 
usted to each other by this time, we'd 
better abandon hope. I guess you think 

would have been a better solution for 
Richard to give up this house and he and 
Dickie move in with you. I’m sorry but 
| don’t agree with you.” 

No, I don’t think that would have been 

more than a temporary solution.” 

Hanging up the tea towel, I swung 
round and demanded, “Then what do you 

nk is a better solution?” 

For Richard to find a woman who’s 
ipposed to make him and his child her 
rst concern,” she said flatly. ““That’s what 
iny sensible man in his position does. If 

d had a happy marriage before, he isn’t 
ired to try again. You're encouraging 

not to, Nina, by making him too com- 

able the way things are. As men go, 

Richard isn’t selfish. But I’ve never known 

yet would rock the boat when he was 
erably comfortable in it.” 

“I certainly am not encouraging him to 

out and find another wife!” I cried, 
orgetting all about being respectful to an 

“With my sister hardly 
ld in her grave! Do you think he’s going 


lderly woman. 
top loving her already?” 

[ don’t expect him to ever stop loving 
lier,” she said soberly. “You don’t turn off 
love like a water cock when a person dies. 
But you learn, because you have to, how 

» go on living and make a decent job of 

with them gone beyond the reach of 

Bs 

You’re expecting too much of Rich- 

| protested. “It’s far, far too soon 

even to think about...” My 

ce broke. “About putting another wom- 
in my sister’s place!” 

‘He’d think about it if he had to.” She 
1odded toward the window on the backyard 
where Dickie was playing. “A man with 

ven half Richard’s jvdgment knows that 
the raising of a small child isn’t what nature 
had in mind for him. He knows that, when 
it comes to the making of a good home for 
himself and his children, he has to depend 

a woman. Providing that home is and 
ilways has been a man’s proper job. The 


| 
nim 


difference between now and the old 
days is that providing in these times takes 
onsiderable more effort on his part than 
when he could stick his family in any 
handy cave and feed them off hunting wild 


il imals,’ 


“That's all very well but 

Mrs. Latham cut me off. “What I'm try- 
ing to get across to you is that finding the 
right kind of woman isn’t going to be a 
simple matter of Richard’s going out on a 
street corner and whistling for her. He'd 
better get started on it and I mean to do 
my best to see he does. I’m not standing 
by a moment longer, watching him become 
more and more dependent on you when 
he has no right to. 
to let him. You've got a husband. Nina. 
You're biting off more than any woman 
can chew, letting two men look to you 
for the kind of support and help that’s 
expected of a wife. You're bound to short 


And you have no right 


change one of them. and I'm warning you, 
child, if you let the one short changed be 
Larry, you'll regret it all your life.” 

Her words were an uncomfortable echo 
of what Larry himself had said. But I 
knew I was right and they were wrong. 
Honestly! how could a person who was 
only doing her duty, showing a decent will- 
ingness to repay kindness with kindness, be 
so misunderstood? Outraged and _ indig- 
nant, I stalked out of the kitchen. You'd 
think I’d taken on what was by no means 
an easy job out of sheer selfishness! As 
for Richard depending on me for comfort 
and sympathy, why shouldn’t he? I was 
the only one who could understand and 
share his grief because his loss was mine, 
too. What was I supposed to do? Not 
only have no sorrow for my beloved sister 
myself but turn a cold shoulder to his 
as well? 

The more I thought about the injustice 
to me, the more my resentment grew. And 
that Richard’s own mother could be as 
down right hard hearted about his troubles 
as Larry was shocked me and made me 
feel even more strongly that Richard need- 
ed me and I mustn’t fail him. 

However, I soon found that his mother 
hadn’t been talking just to hear herself 
talk, that she’d come here determined to 
get her own plans for Richard underway. 
In spite of all those fine words of hers 
about not being able to stop loving the 
dead, it was perfectly obvious to me that 
since my sister was no longer on this 
earth to be a good wife to Richard—as 
not even Mrs. Latham tried to claim she 
hadn’t been!—his mother wanted her to 
be promptly and completely forgotten. To 
think that my poor sister had been very 
fond of her mother-in-law and innocently 
believed Mrs. Latham felt the same about 
her! It made me both angry and heartsick 
to see Lois so betrayed. The grass wasn’t 
green on her grave yet and here was her 
mother-in-law setting up a one-woman mat- 
rimonial agency to get Lois replaced! 

There wasn’t much I could do about it, 
though. Taking Richard along with her 
to mid-week prayer meeting and the social 
hour afterward, accepting dinner invita- 
tions for both of them at friends’ homes, 
couldn’t be called unsuitable for a man in 


even if 1 knew very well the 
purpose was unsuitable! My only con- 
solation was that Richard, being no gul- 
lible fool, saw through his mother and it 
was plain was neither her willing nor hap- 
py dupe. He wasn’t the type, like Larry. 
his stack about anything that 
didn’t suit him but before his mother had 
been with us four days, he was looking 
harried and desperate. 


mourning 


to blow 


‘[PHREE EVENINGS in a row, Larry and 

I were left at home, baby sitting with 
Dickie while Mrs. Latham took his father 
wife hunting. When I rejoined Larry in 
the living room that third evening. after 
settling Dickie for the night, I could no 
longer myself. I should 
known better than to expect any sympa- 
thetic understanding from Larry, though. 
when | complained about what Richard’- 
mother was trying to do. 

“So what’s your beef?” he demanded, 
Jooking at me over the top of the paper 
that for all three nights he’d been demon- 
strating was much more interesting than 
me. “Richard will be a damn sight better 
off with a wife to take charge of things 
around That’s the normal set-up. 
And me. I’ve had it rubbed in 
that what’s normal is what’s right for nor- 
mal people.” 

Honest to goodness, | had married the 
most selfish fellow in the whole world! 
He judged everything by how it suited his 
convenience! “Normal!” I retorted hotly. 
“[ don’t see anything normal about a man 
marrying some woman he doesn’t love, just 
to get a housekeeper and a nurse! And | 
don’t see how any decent woman could 
marry Richard, when she couldn't help 
knowing that was why he’d asked her to!” 

“Nuts! There’s plenty of perfectly de- 
cent women around who want a husband 
and a home of their own and are willing 
to de without the guy having a passionate 
yen for them. Maybe, they’ve got sense 
enough to know that if they make a good 
job of being a wife, they can end up with 
more solid affection from their guy than a 
lot of wives who were rushed to the altar 
by fellows who couldn’t wait te get in bed 
with them, and lived to find out there’s 
more to ending up happy with a gal than 
that.” 

I clenched my fists and took a 
“IT suppose you mean that 


restrain have 


here. 


believe 


step 
toward him. 
erack for me!” 

He glared back at me, completely un- 
ashamed. “Yeah, I do. Maybe, if I tell 
you straight out, Il get it through your 
head. Your being satisfied with me in bed 
is okay. far as it goes. But it doesn’t go 
far enough. Outside of that, 'm just a 
clunk who ean take the last place in line. 
so far as your attention’s concerned.” 

“When it comes to selfishness, you are 
the living end!” I eried. “Just because I 
iry to do my duty by those I certainly 


” 


owe it to. vou... 
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“Oh. come off the noble act.” he inter- 
rupted with rude harshness. “Richard al- 
wavs has been Mr. God to you. You get 
a big charge out of lording it around here, 
lapping up his praise and preening your- 
self on how he couldn’t do without you. ['m 
taking enough, I sure as hell am not taking 
any more of you telling me I’m a selfish 
no-good married to a little saint! Saint, 
my foot! You’re not doing anybody any 
good. including yourself. And if you didn't 
have rocks in your head. you'd be thanking 
God the old lady’s got sense enough to do 
something about it!” 

It was just more than I 
Speechless with fury and hurt. I stormed 
out of the room, only managing to hold 
back the flood of tears until T flung mysell 
across our bed. A_ few later J 
heard the front door bang down below. 1 


could bear! 


minutes 


pounded the pillow and told myself I didn’t 
care if he never came back! I'd had all 
of his insults IT meant to take! He'd say 
anything, anything, to put himself in the 
right! And then have the nerve to claim 
I was the one who didn’t really love him! 
The truth was I'd given real love to some- 
body who wasn’t worth a smidgeon of it! 
If only I'd listened when Lois and Richard 
urged me to wait, not rush into marriage. 
They’d seen what I, blinded by passion, 
couldn’t 
ma’s boy. Which was the worst kind of 
husband a girl could pick! Id have stood 


that Larry was a spoiled Mam- 


a better chance of reforming a drunk or a 
Don Juan than turning Larry into a hus- 
band who didn’t expect his wife to baby 
him and give him his own way in every- 
thing. whether his way was wrong or right! 

I heard Richard and his mother coming 
the 


eleven! 


from wel 


Nearly 


Was Larry going to stay out until they 


home and raised my head 


pillow to check the time. 


Come reeling back 
If he did. Ud bet 


anything Mrs. Latham gave me to under- 


closed up the bars? 
here. disgracing me? 
stand it was my fault! I jumped up and 
undressed hastily so I could have my light 
off and seem to he asleep when they came 
upstairs. 

But long after I'd heard them tell each 
other goodnight out in the hall. I was 
still awake. It was a lonely feeling. hav- 


ing the whole bed to myself. My anger 
became mixed with worry about Larry. 
He wasn’t much of a drinker. That wasn’t 
one of his faults. It wouldn’t take 
much to get him drunk. And since he 


wasn’t what anybody’d call the cautious, 
prudent type sober, goodness knows what 
he’d get himself into when he wasn’t sober! 
What if he tried to drive the ear, had an 
accident ? 

You know how it is. You toss and turn, 
worrying about somebody and their caus- 
ing you to worry makes you madder at 
them than you already were. Yet at the 
same time, you’re afraid of being mad 
at them because what if it turns out some- 
thing really has happened to them? Think 
how you'd feel if vou found out they were 


lying injured or, God forbid. even dead, 
while you’d been tearing them up one 
side and down the other to yourself! 

I finally gave up the struggle to sleep, 
put on my robe and slippers and tiptoed 
downstairs to the kitchen to warm up some 
coffee. Since I was awake. I might as well 
stay that way and ready to light into Larry 
when he did come in and fear could give 
way to fury without bothering my con- 
science. 

I was slumped dejectedly at the kitchen 
table, sipping at the coffee when Richard’s 
voice said from the doorway, “Something 
wrong, Nina?” 

Startled. I jerked around. slopping coffee 
into my saucer. “Oh. Richard. I’m sorry I 
waked you! Larry’s off in a huff 
again. I was just afraid he might choose 
to drown his troubles. and that might get 


gone 


him in real trouble.” 

Richard eyed me with concern. “Do you 
want me to get dressed and go look for 
him?” 

I was comforted by his concern. and yet. 
in a way. I wished he’d stayed in bed and 
left me to deal with Larry. alone. After all. 
Larry husband. 

“Oh, I protested quickly. “You 


couldn’t possibly cover all the bars in this 


Was my 


no!” 
town. And even if you did find him, I 
would take a poke at you if 
You 


know how unreasonable a person can get 


bet Larry 
you tried to get him to come home. 


with a few drinks inside of them.” 
Richard half smiled. “I didn’t 
you were an authority drunken 
havior, Nina.” 
“Oh, ’'m not! 
narily. I don’t know that’s what he’s doing 
It’s that it’s the kind of 
childish way he would vent his temper at 


know 


be- 


on 
Larry doesn’t drink ordi- 


now. just 


me.” I jumped up from the table. “Let me 
heat up some coffee for you. Richard.” 

“No thanks. He laid a 
hand on my arm. “I had my fill at the 
church.” 

“Have a good time?” I asked brightly. 

“No!” The denial burst out in a 
that like Richard at all. “I wish 
Mother would . . He broke off. 


He looked so miserable. my heart over- 


restraining 


way 


wasn’t 


flowed with sympathy. “Stop trying to re- 
place Lois for you? Oh. Richard, I know 
how you feel about that!” 

He sighed. 


of view, she’s right. 


“T suppose from her point 
I do need a wife. Or 
rather, Dickie needs a mother.” 

“IT can take care of Dickie for you. Of 
course, I can’t take the place of his mother. 
And at 
least, you don’t have to worry about me 


but neither could a stepmother. 


loving him.” 

“T know. Oh, Nina, you don’t know what 
it’s meant to me, having you here!” His 
hands gripped my shoulders fiercely, pull- 
ing me close. 

I knew what 
look in a 


J was a married woman. 
that strained breathing, that 
man’s eyes meant. Shock paralyzed me. I 
felt like ''d heen walking along a familiar 
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path and found it suddenly cut away in 
front of me, myself about to step unheed- 
ingly over the edge of a yawning abyss. 
You can never walk unheedingly, no 
matter how familiar the road! Others had 
tried to warn me that conditions had 
changed there, made it dangerous. But I 
had stubbornly insisted on ignoring their 
warnings. Resented and scorned their at- 
tempts to save me from my own wilfulness. 
“Richard!” I moaned. “No, Richard!” 
Shock dawned in his eyes as they gazed 
down at me. “Oh God!” he muttered, his 
face going white and sick looking. He let 
me go so abruptly, I half staggered. 
We stared at each other kind of 
horrified fascination, as if we could not 





Inexplicable 
Tonight a thin moon wanders 
In wispy spangled dress 
And all the world seems embered 
In tawny loveliness,— 
And winds of painted silver 
swing taunt with spicy flame 
And carve a lovely rhythm 
That softly breathed your 

ee 
Strange how you took the music, 
Silenced the song .. . and yet 
shimmered the dark with singing 
My heart cannot forget. 
—Gladys Martin 





believe this was really us who’d come so 
terrifyingly near to letting passion throw 
decency to the winds. 

A man with his pride destroyed by shame 
is a terrible sight. And to know my child- 
ish, self-righteous obstinacy had brought 
Richard to that made me sick with a guilt 
I thought I could never in this world 
cover from. 

“IT must be out of my mind.” Richard 
said thickly. “TI . I’m deeply sorry, 
Nina. Please try to forget this ever hap- 
pened, if you can.” 

“Don’t blame yourself. It was my fault.” 
My voice came out a thin whisper. “Larry 
was right. I wanted to prove I could fill 
my sister’s shoes, like a child playing she’s 
being her mamma for daddy.” Self con- 
tempt made a bitter taste in my mouth. 
“And I had about as much understanding 
as a child of what mamma really was to 
daddy! Oh, God, how could I have the 
nerve to call Larry childish? Compared 
to me, he’s the most mature fellow in the 
United States!” I sank down in the chair, 
burying my face in my hands. 

There was a silence and then Richard 
said softly, “Nina, if youll grant me any 
right to shoot off my mouth after . 
after this, I’d like to point out that ‘to put 
away childish things,’ as the Bible calls it, 


is never easy. You and Larry have to do 
your growing up together. Helping each 
other. I know from my own experience that 
a good marriage is one where neither hus- 
band nor wife want to feel superior as 
human beings to the other, where they’re 
a lot less eager to pat themselves on the 
back than to pat each other.” 

I heard him walk over to the door but | 
didn’t lift my head. I felt like we could 
never look each other in the eye again 
without being overwhelmed by our shared, 
shameful memory of tonight. It didn’t make 
any difference that there was no actual 
blood tie between us, forbidding me to 
arouse such a sexual desire in Richard. 
Blood tie or no blood tie, he had always 
heen to me a combination of older brother 
and father. Sitting there alone in the kitch- 
en after he’d gone, I realized that it’s how 
you feel about a relationship, not what law 
or custom says it is, that counts. [I wanted 
to rush out of that house where I could 
never hold my head up again right then 
and there and never return. But even in 
my despair. I couldn’t help seeing that 
would just be added proof of how childish 
I was. 

“What are you doing? Waiting up for 
me with the rolling pin?” 

My head jerked up as Larry’s angry 
voice came from the doorway. I wanted 
to rush to him and fling myself in his 
pour out the whole story of what 
had happened. But shame held back con- 
“No rolling pin.” I held up my 
hands, forcing a smile. “I was just worried 
to death that you might have an accident 
or something. If you combined drinking 
and driving the car.” 

“T haven’t been drinking. I’ve been 
He broke off, regarding me with a half 
angry, half puzzled frown. 

He was afraid to trust my understand- 
ing! And my conscience told me starkly, 
He has good reason not to trust it! 

“IT went home. Mom’s, I mean. If you 
want to know,” he said defiantly. 
well, of course. Mom’s away 

He sort of sighed. “It’s not 
same any more. Not really home, I 
mean. I made the break, now [ can’t go 
back, and expect it to be like it was.” His 
glance strayed around the kitchen of an- 
other man’s home that I’d expected him to 
feel was his. “Neither can you. Nina. Okay. 
so maybe I can’t give you anything like 
this. If you and I both weren’t going to 
be satisfied with whatever kind of home 
I could give you, then we shouldn’t have 
gotten married, because when you come 
right down to it, that’s what marriage is 

a guy and a girl leaving their folks’ home 
and setting up a new home that’s theirs.” 

Listening to him, I knew it wouldn’t be 
enough to tell him how right he was, and 
how wrong I’d been to blame him for 
wanting a real marriage with a wife who 
was making a home for her own husband, 
her own children, not somebody else’s. I 
had to tell him what had opened my eyes. 
Because not only did I have to be grown-up 
enough to confess myself wrong, I also 


arms, 


fession. 
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really 
“Then 
but still 
the 
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had to treat Larry as a grown-up. too. who 
could be trusted with such a confession. 

I guess I sounded pretty shook up. telling 
what had happened with Richard and me. 
And the way Larry heard me out in silence, 
not blowing up, made 
ashamed of myself. I was the one pleading 
for understanding I finished my 
miserable confession. Fixing my desperate 


I knew I hadn't 


me even more 


now as 


eyes on his face. earned 
any right to it. 

“You can be thankful Richard isn’t the 
average guy. or you'd have had a lot more 
trouble than you did.” Larry said flatly. 

“IT know I was the one to blame!’ 
Larry’s f had ¢ 
“T don’t know =i 


“Yeah, you were.” face 
queer. closed-up look. 
a girl as smart as you could be so dumb 
about what makes a guy tick. But 
made it plain enough—to me. that 
you were way out in left field and couldn't 
see the scoreboard. 
self and couldn’t claim I didn’t know that 
particular score, I left it up 
to me to save the game.” 

“You did try to warn me!” [ protested. 
haven’t I got guts 
enough to do anything else about it but 
tear my hair out? I shouldn’t have let you 


you 
‘>— 
Seeing I’m a guy. 


my- 


guess that 


“So you won't listen, 


stymie me, not when I knew I was right.” 
He walked over to the table and stared 
down at me, his jaw set. “I had a little 


talk with myself over at Mom’s tonight. 
Decided I was through horsing around. A 
guy's any kind of a guy at all. 
let his wife take chances with 
their marriage. No matter how crazy about 


he doesn’t 
wrecking 


her, he is.” He put his hands flat on the 
table. leaned across bringing his face 


“T got that job in Roxbury. 
It came through day before yesterday.” 
“Oh, Larry. that’s wonderful!” I leaped 
up excitedly. Why that solved everything! 
My real reason for leaving here 


close to mine. 


wouldn’t 
be suspected even by Rich- 
ard’s mother! “Why didn’t tell 
sake?” 


eyed 


come out, o7 
you me. 
for heaven’s 
Kone deal = ae 
“arry grimly. Jecause vou 
wouldn’t have thought it 


Sure. right 


me 
wonderful. 

by 
happened with Richard and it’s just what 
But if Richard hadn’t 
picked tonight to go off the deep end. vou’d 
have sung a different tune. If 


was 


now you're scared what 


the doctor ordered. 


I'd come 


back from Mom’s and told you. like I’d 
made up my mind to, that I was going 
to Roxbury, and you could either come 


along with me or get yourself a divorce 


lawyer.” 


“Divorce?” I said hoarsely. “Oh no, 
Larry! I would have come with you, re- 
gardless of tonight! I love you! I want 


to stay married to you!” 

he 
said. that grim expression not lifting from 
his face as he looked at me. “But I know 


damn 


“[ want to stay married to you. too.” 


well we’re not going to make it 
unless there’re some changes made. I’ve 
got a man’s job to take on there Rox- 


bury. I'm going to grow up to it. I 
need a real wife behind me. Not somebody 


who—when 


she gets over being scared of 


what she almost got herself and me both 
into—goes right back to acting like I don’t 


know from nothing about anything and 
she’s going to run things her way. You 
better get it through your head once and 
for all, Nina, that it’s not very bright or 
grown up of you. expecting me to be a 
man in the bedroom. and then treat me 


like a dumb. spoiled kid. the minute I get 
my pants on. that’s what 


Believe me. | by 


Love and honor. 


you promised me. know 
now why they stuck that honor in. Because 
lot than 
realized that love 
was worse than no good without the honor.” 

Worse than no good I stared at him 


somebody somebody a smarter 


you've been up to now 


with shocked realization of how stupid and 
blind I'd been. 


respect for him as a 


A man needed his wife’s 
human being to give 
any real value to the passion they shared. 
How had I dared to underrate 
Larry’s need for my respect? When I knew 
very weil that for me. 


smugly 


for any decent wom- 
an, passion without her husband’s respect 
was just what Larry had called 
than no good! 

“So think it over. Nina. before 
cide to come along to Roxbury. 


worse 


you de- 
Because 
after 
you might as 


if it’s going to be more of the same. 


you get over tonight’s scare. 
He 


well stay here.” started to turn away. 


I ran to him. grasped his arm. don’t 
have to think it over. Larry.” I gazed up 
at him pleadingly. “Oh. Larry. won’t you 
trust me to stop being a...a child 
bride? I need you so. If I don’t have your 
belief in me that I can grow up. I don’t 
know whether I can make it.” 

He looked down at me. “I need you. 
too.” he said solemnly. “We've got some- 
thing. Nina. If we joined forces for real 


and made the most of it. we could show 
all these 


couple of 


were a 


fall 


characters who said 


kids 


flat on our faces.” 


we 


crazy and bound to 


“We will show them!” T cried. flinging 
myself thankfully into the strong haven of 


his arms. “We’re going to get really mar- 
ried!” 

And that’s what Yes. it 
goes slowly —- we've had our share of set- 


backs. 


in the 


we are doing. 
Overnight. all the good resolutions 
world aren’t going to unspoil a hus- 
band who’s been thoroughly spoiled for the 
nineteen before he married 


And if 


been smugly 


whole years 


you. you. yourself have always 


inclined to believe you know 
all the answers. developing a little humility 


about doesn’t 


your own rightness come 

easy. either. 
But I’ve learned that the setbacks will 
be only temporary. not fatal, if you hold 
fast to the honor that vou vowed before 


[ understand 
that 
much more 


God would go with your love. 


now, as | didn’t when I made them. 


the marriage vows are much. 


than a religious ritual. They are the guide- 


posts for a successful marriage. and I’m 
willing to put forth all the effort I can 


I think it’s 
the finest thing a woman can have in this 


world. THE END 


muster to attain that because 
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My Child, Or My Love 


(Continued from Page 21) 


that weekend, and I was frantie with wor- 
What had happened? Was Dave sick, 


had Grace found out about us, had they 
separated? Oh why didn’t Dave get in 


touch with me! 

By the following Friday I couldn’t stand 
it. I dared to call Dave at his office. 

His voice sounded so funny, so cool and 
polite. He explained that things had come 
up, and that he hadn’t had a chance to 
get in touch with me. 

I was panicky. “What’s wrong. 
What happened?” 

His voice was guarded. “I can’t explain 
over the phone. I'll pick you up tomorrow 
night to sit with Natalie and we’ll talk on 
the way.” 

That meant he and Grace were going 
out. They were still together. He hadn’t 
asked her for a divorce. I almost went 
crazy the rest of the day wondering what 
was really wrong. 

The minute I saw Dave’s face the next 
night I got a sick feeling in my stomach. 
Something terrible had happened. I was 
sure of it. 

“Grace doesn’t want a divorce. She says 
I have no grounds. She said she’d get full 
custody of Natalie.” Dave blurted it out. 

“Did you tell her about me, Dave?” I 
asked fearfully. 

He shook his head. “No. 
age. It wouldn’t be wise, for any of 
Look, Judy.” he grabbed my arms. “Forget 
about me! I’m too old for you anyway. It 
wouldn’t work—” His voice was desperate, 
like a man in a trap. 

I was numb all over. 
the roar in my ears. “Forget you? 
about—what happened?” 

His hands let go of me and he looked 
away. “I’m sorry about that, Judy. I 
never should have let it happen. That’s 
what I mean—I’m no good for you.” 

Can you die and still go on breathing, I 
“IT love Dave! But you 
do you? Those things you 
said were all lies- I started sobbing. 

“Judy, don’t!” His arms reached for 
me, his voice was tortured. “I thought I 
meant them. You’ve believe me. 
Then Grace came home and—” 

“You still love her.” It was a statement, 
not a question. Dave didn’t want a divorce. 
He only wanted his beautiful wife. P’d just 
been something extra. 

“After tonight I think it would be best 


Dave? 


You’re under 


Conscious only of 
Forget 


wondered. 
don’t love me, 


you, 


” 


got to 


for all of us if you didn’t sit with Natalie 


any more. You understand, don’t you, 
Judy?” 
“Yes.” I couldn’t even see Dave clearly. 


He was all blurred and far away. I started 

shivering and deep inside me sobs began. 

“Take me home. Get another sitter.” 
“Judy—” 


“Please!” The sobs were in my throat 
I had to get away from him. 

My folks were visiting at my married 
sister’s house. Thank God they weren't 
there to hear the wild storm of weeping. 
and to ask the questions I couldn’t answer. 

You don’t die from heartbreak even 
though you wish you could. You automat- 
ically go through the motions of living. but 
everything seems different. There’s a great. 
dull ache inside you and it seems like 
you'll never find your way back to happi- 
ness again. 

My mother was wonderful. She didn’t 
laugh or scold me. “I was in love with 
our family doctor when I was fifteen. dar- 
ling. It seemed so real, even though he 
was twenty-five years older than I and the 
father of three boys! Then I started dating 


now. 


and gave up those foolish, romantic 
dreams. After awhile your father came 


along and I realized what love really was. 
It will be like that for you. Judy.” 

Oh yes, my mother was gentle and un- 
derstanding. Even when the whole. ugly 
truth had to be told. Tl always thank 
God for that. Without her love and for- 
giveness I would have wanted to die. 

You see, my affair with David Mont- 
gomery gave me more than a broken heart. 
It gave me his child! 

Mama took me to Arizona to have the 
baby. She stayed with me the whole time. 
It meant leaving my father and my sisters 
in the care of my 19-year-old sister. Julie. 
It meant lying to everyone except Daddy 
and the Montgomerys, telling them that I 
had a spot on my lung and needed the 
dry climate of Arizona to recover. 

During the shock and despair of learning 
I was pregnant I prayed a lot. I prayed 
for two things—for God’s forgiveness and 
for Dave to leave Grace and marry me. 
About God I wasn’t sure until He gave 
me Ken to love. But Dave made his posi- 
tion quite clear, brutally so. He admitted 
what had happened and offered to accept 
the full financial responsibility. He went 
so far as to ask that he and Grace be 
allowed to adopt the baby. 

He and Grace. Not Dave and me and 
our baby. not ever. I knew that once and 
for all. My love for him died and I 
buried it deep in my heart. I covered 
over with heartbreak and shame and a 
zirlhood that had been tragically scarred. 

I saw my son only once. The doctor and 
lawyer felt I should before I signed away 
all claim to him. I didn’t hold the tiny. 
blue-wrapped bundle with the mvp of 
black curls. I didn’t dare, for already I 
loved him. Denying it couldn’t change it. 
and neither could tears or prayers. 

“Darling, it’s the only way!” Mama was 
crying too. “The baby needs a father as 
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well as a mother. He needs a normal home 


life without the shame of illegitimacy. He 
didn’t ask to be born, Judy. You were 
responsible. Now you must love him 


enough to give him happiness.” 

So I signed my name through the blur 
of tears, and sent my son to his father and 
the woman he loved. And I came home 
again and tried to pick up the pieces. 

Oh. I dated a lot and went to the school 
I had three 


who 


affairs during my senior year. 
boys ask me to go steady and one 
even talked about marriage, only none of 


them mattered at all. I felt old inside, and 


empty. I had nothing to give. 
AFT ER GRADUATION I went to work 
as a secretary at an insurance agency. 


When I’d been there a Mama urged 
me to 
“You'll never meet young men shut away 
in that dreary little office, Judy.” 
“Oh. Mama, it doesn’t matter. I—I don’t 
want to fall in love. I don’t think I can,” 


I told her. 


“Nonsense! 


year 
take the civil service examination. 


The heart is made for lov- 
ing. not for grieving. Look for love, Judy. 
The right kind of love based on respect 
and mutual likes. You'll know it when it 
comes along.” 
Mama was right. 
The emptiness 


I met Ken and I knew. 
inside me was filled with 
with the wanting 
to give love and receive it. Love of the 
heart—not of the body like with Dave. I 
didn’t feel old and oui of place with Ken. 
I felt mature, and sure in the belief that 
I could be a good wife, and that we would 


a wonderful sweetness, 


be happy together. 

For a long time I laid in the dark still- 
Re-living the painful 
I pulled 


ness of my bedroom. 
past left me limp and exhausted. 


myself together finally, resolving never 
again to let it crucify me. It was over. My 
foolish infatuation for Dave and the brief 


experience of motherhood. Ken and our 
tomorrows were all that mattered. 

Yes, that’s what I told Until 
the day. later, that the phone 
call came. 

“Judy? It’s Dave. 

My heart was pounding so hard I ‘was 


myself. 
six weeks 


I’ve got to see you!” 


sure he’d hear it. Why? Why was he 
getting in touch with me after all this 
time? Maybe Bobby was ill— 


Somehow I managed to control my trem- 
“What is it, Dave? Has some- 
thing happened to—to Bobby?” 
my son’s name hurt. It 
Linked him to 


bling voice. 
Saying 
real 
my 


him 
and 


made 
again. life 
heart. 

“I can’t explain over the phone, Judy. If 
we could meet somewhere?” 


my 


Concern over Bobby made me agree. “I'll 
be off work at five. You can pick me up 
at the corner of First and Spring.” It was 
the night of Ken’s bowling league awards 
dinner. He needn’t my plans, I 
thought guiltily. And it wasn’t as though 
[ were cheating on him. It wasn’t a date. 


know 


No, it was me meeting the man I’d be- 
longed to! Talking about our child. It 


was the secret me that Ken didn’t know 
about. Feeling sick, I struggled through 
the remaining hour till quitting time. 
The cream-colored car slid to a stop. 
Quickly I got in, praying no one had rec- 


Then I forced myself to look 


ognized me. 


at Dave. The same dark. good looks, the 
same man I’d loved enough to sin for. And 
yet it was like looking at a stranger. Dave 


hadn’t changed, but I had. 

We drove out to the beach and had din- 
ner at a place on the cliffs. Dave talked 
about the shock of losing Grace and Nat- 
alie. “You think you’ve got life all figured 
out and then fate steps in and changes 
everything.” His hand clenched the coffee 
cup. 


“I’m sorry. It must have been horrible. 


I—know how you loved them.” 

Dave’s mouth twisted. “Natalie and 
Bobby meant everything to me. Grace, 
well there was no love for us the past 


three and a half years. She never forgave 
me for what happened between you and 
me. After awhile the love I had for her 
died too.” 


“And Bobby? You 


explain it over the phone.” 


said you couldn’t 
I prompted him. 
“He’s a won- 
and 


Dave’s eyes grew tender. 
derful little Judy. Handsome 
bright.” 

“Don’t!” The word was torn out of me. 
Oh. God, how it hurt to hear about my 
son, the little boy I'd had and lost. 

“T hoped, prayed actually, that you’d 
feel this way.” Dave “Because that’s 
what I wanted to see you about. Now that 


guy, 


said. 


I’m free I want to make it up to you, 
Judy. You deserve your son, and Bobby 
needs a mother to love him. Grace never 
did.” 


I felt like I was spinning through dark- 
I hadn’t heard him right! Surely I 
“You—you mean you'd 


ness. 
was only dreaming. 
him back to me?” I gasped. 

Dave smiled and reached for my hand. 
“In a sense, dear little Judy. I’m asking 
you to be Bobby’s mother and my 
Not for awhile, We'll need time 


to get re-acquainted. Then, too, with Grace 


give 


wife. 


of course, 


so recently dead 

“Stop it!” I must have 
because several people turned and stared. 
really think that after all this 
after the way you acted not divore- 
-that I'd want you? Do you, 


raised my voice 


“Do you 
time 
ing Grace- 


Dave? Do you honestly have that much 
conceit?” 
He flushed. “I deserve that. Judy, 


you've got to understand how things were. 
You’re old enough Leaving Grace 
would have meant Natalie.” His 
eyes clouded with pain, and I knew what 
her death must have cost him. “Besides, I 
still cared about Grace. I couldn’t hurt her 
because I’d—gotten I’m sorry, 
Judy. Oh, my God, you'll never know how 
sorry I’ve been that I messed up your 
life.” His voice broke. “Now I guess I’ve 


now. 
losing 


involved. 
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“With God 


All Things are Possible!’ 
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Just 
NO 











id the retribution I deserve.” 

Seeing Dave beaten and bereaved, un- 
lerstanding the why of his decision to 
emain with Grace, all the fury and bitter- 
1ess seeped out of me. “I don’t believe 

a God who would take the life of an 
nnocent child to punish its father, Dave. 
What happened to Natalie was an acci- 
lent, nothing more. You've got to believe 


hat.” 


His hand reached for mine again. 
lhank you.” he said gratefully. 
| didn’t pull my hand away. Even 


sugh, because of Ken, I had no right to 

Dave’s touch. You see, I had to know. | 

id to be sure that Dave was forever in 
ny past. I looked into the burning dark 
eyes, I let the full impact of his good looks 

it me. I even remembered how it had 

n in his arms. Then I thought of Ken 
nd all his sweetness, his tenderness. There 
as no doubting my heart’s choice. Real 
e was what a person was, not what he 
oked like. 

‘I’m going to be married in a few weeks. 

Dave, to a wonderful man.” I pulled my 

ind away. 

Dave was silent a long moment. Then 

said softly, “Give us a chance. Judy. 
Bobby and me. We need you.” 

\ly heart lurched at his words. Bobby. 
ly little boy who could be mine again. 
Dave was offering me more than love, more 

in himself. He was holding out to me 
priceless gift of my child. The full 
ning of it hit me like a physical blow. 

“Think about it, Judy. I want you to be 

re. | don’t want to hurt you again. Get 

know Bobby, spend some time with 


[ can’t!” To see my son, to know that 
lay within my power to have him—oh. 

God. I couldn’t risk it. My love for 

or my love for Bobby. That would 
the brutal choice. I couldn't have them 
Dave broke into my thoughts. “If you 
f to see Bobby, you'll never be sure 
vourself, Judy.” 


think- 


[ don’t know—I’ve got to 


Panic closed in. 

He took a card out of his 

illet. “Call me when you decide.” 

[ couldn’t finish my dinner. I couldn't 
1 think straight. “Please. take me home, 


Of course.” 


e.” I insisted. 
| didn’t sleep at all that night. It seemed 
my heart was being torn out. Bobby, 
e and Ken—they all had a claim on 
Who did I really belong to. What was 
right thing to do? 


lhe next morning I told Mama what had 
“What shall I do?” I broke 
n and sobbed. 

Oh, Judy!” 


on. “What can I say? 


pepe ned. 


Her voice held compas- 
You've got to 
Before. when you had 
jobby, you were just a child and I had 
But now you're an adult. 

choice must be yours alone. Just— 
sure you decide with your mind as well 


ide, darling. 


idvise you. 


your heart.” 


I thought about her words all that day. 
Over and over I weighed them. Giving up 
my baby had been a decision of the mind. 
There had been no other rightful choice. 
But now it was different. Now I could 
afford to listen to my heart. Dave offered 
me marriage and the legal right to my 
son and Ken offered me love. [ bent my 
heed and wept in utter confusion. 

That night Ken and I went dancing. I 
tried so hard to seem natural and happy. 
but I didn’t fool him. 

“Tell me about it. dearest. Tell me 
what's troubling you.” he urged. 

There it was again. The wall between 
us. The secret [ couldnt punish him with. 
“Just a bad case of the blues.” I lied. “I 
guess I'm a moody person. Ken.” 

“You're a wonderful one, sweetheart. I'll 
chase away those blues. Let’s drive out to 
the Point. Maybe if I hold you close and 
we talk about our future you'll feel better.” 

I didn’t, of course. Being in his arms 
only plunged me further into despair. | 
loved him. I wanted to be his wife. Oh 
why had Dave come back into my life? 
Why had he offered me the thing so pre- 
my son? 

Ken spoke suddenly, his voice strange- 
sounding. “You know, Judy, sometimes 
[ get the feeling that you aren’t with me. 
It’s like some invisible thing comes be- 


e1ous 


tween us.” 

I shivered in fear. He was right. The 
past came between us—my ugly hidden 
past, and my lost child. Maybe I didn’t 
have a right to Ken’s love nor he to a wife 
who couldn't be truthful. Maybe that was 
whv God had sent Dave back into my life. 

The next day I called Dave and asked 
to see Bobby, asked it with dread and with 
longing. 

Dave came to the house to pick me up. 
Again I'd had to lie to Ken. I told him 
that I couldn’t see him until evening be- 
cause our family was going to visit Mr. 
Mentgomery and his son. 

On the way to Arcadia | could hardly 
speak. Dave did the talking, mostly about 
Bobby. He told the precious things about 
my son that I'd yearned to know, the things 
I'd forfeited when I gave him up. 

When we turned in the drive of Dave's 
home, my stomach was in knots, my heart 
a pounding, hurting roar. A woman came 
out, leading a child by the hand. I sup- 
posed she was a neighbor. 

*Daddy—Daddy—-Daddy!” He broke 
away and ran toward us on chubby little 
legs. Dave got out of the car and caught 
Bobby up. “Hi, son; See, I brought the 
pretty lady like I promised. Now we're 
going to have that picnic.” 

I sat there, staring at them. So alike 
with the black, curly hair and handsome 
features. My son and his father. | said 
the words over and over. Mine to have 
and to love—if I wanted them. 

We went to a near-by park for our pic- 
nic. Bobby laughed and played on the 
swings and slide while Dave and I tried 


passing 


to act normally, and with every 


moment I loved my son more. 

After lunch Bobby grew sleepy and 
curled up beside me on the blanket. I put 
his head on my lap and laid my sweater 
over him. It was all I could do to keep 
from grabbing him close to my heart and 
weeping out the wild sobs. 


“Well, Judy?” 
and persuasive. 

| looked up. I waited for the love that 
must surely come alive again for this man, 
only there was nothing—just the pain of 
remembering, just the ghost of a foolish, 
infatuated teen-ager that was no part of 
me anymore. 

“I—don't love you, Dave!” My words 
were a cry of truth and of despair. 

He leaned over Bobby who was asleep 
now. “But you will.” His hands gripped 
my shoulders and he kissed me—long and 
hard on the lips. 

I let him. I guess I even wanted him to 
because it would be the final proof that 
he had no claim on my heart. I felt noth. 
ing. no quickening of the pulse, no surge 
of desire nor sense of unity. Dave’s weap- 


Dave's voice was soft 





ons were useless. 

I realized then what the future must be. I 
couldn’t make a wrong thing right again. I 
couldn’t undo the past. Marriage to Dave 
wouldn’t give my son back to me. It would 
only give me a stepchild! For I could 
never reveal my true identity to Bobby. 

Dave wanted me because Bobby needed 
a mother to love him. And perhaps, too, 
because he hoped to right the sin we'd 
committed. But any woman he married, 
who loved him, would surely love Bobby 
too. Now I understood what my mother 
had meant by saying my decision must be 
of the mind rather than the heart. 

“I'd be cheating Bobby if I married you. 
Dave. He’d know in time that things 
weren't right. He’d never have the security 
that comes from seeing parents deeply in 
love.” 

“Judy—” 

I was crying. my tears splashing onto the 
black curls of my little boy. The child Id 
lost and found and must lose again. “l 
loved Bobby enough to give him to you 
and Grace—to give him a chance for a 
normal life. And I still love him enough 
to want what’s right for him. That’s what 
real love is, Dave! Wanting the best for 
the person you love.” 

Dave didn’t argue. I guess he knew that 
my choice was the right one. We couldn't 
have found happiness together anymore 
than we could change the past. But I 
wonder if he knew what that choice cost 
me? Losing my son a second time was a 
hurt that would last a lifetime. 

Driving back home. back to Ken and 
the future that rightfully belonged to us. 
[ prayed a desperate prayer. “Let me be 
a good wife to Ken! Let the love I share 
with him be enough. so that the secret 
won't come between us. And please, God, 
grant me another child someday. One who 


THE END 


can call me mother.” 
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Hungry For Love 


(Continued from Page 


thing by accident. Oh. the doctor was 
right, he was just a kid taking on a man’s 
responsibilities and it was all too much 
for him. 

“If you still love me...” 
certainly. 

“Gee whiz. of course I do.” He came 
over to me and knelt beside me. burying 
his head in my lap and when my arms 
fnally went around him, he began to ery, 
like the boy he was. 

“Get that prescription filled right 
away!” Doctor West said grufly before he 


left. 


I said un- 


HAT night the old passion swept over 

us and we clung to each other as if we 
could never let go, but just then Gwen 
awakened and began to cry. “Wait.” Kenny 
whispered, holding me tightly. but my 
whole body stiffened with fear. all desire 
gone. I struggled with him, erying. “She 
might choke 
me go, please... 

Kenny let go then and I went to the 
baby. She was just fretful and thirsty and 
wanted to be held. When I came back to 
bed, Kenny pulled me to him again. but it 
wasn’t the same. I felt an anger in him 
and when his passion was spent, he turned 
right over and fell asleep. I couldn’t sleep. 
and lay awake listening to the sound of 
his heavy breathing, inside of me some- 
thing vaguely dissatisfied as if I hadn’t 
been loved, but had been used for his 
pleasure. And as time went on, that same 
feeling occurred cgain and again. Often 
the baby’s crying would disturb our love- 
making. Sometimes Kenny would be asleep 
when I came back to bed, but if he wasn’t 
he’d either not want to start again or, if 
he did. would take me in anger, and some- 
times his hands were almost brutal as if he 
wanted to hurt me. 

I sweated through my second pregnancy, 
trying to cope with housework and baby 
and my young husband, who began to be 
more and more irritable. I was too sick 
and worried to enjoy our lovemaking now. 
We began to fight over the silliest things 
meat that was uvercooked, a grocery bill 
that was too high, as if it was my fault, and 
just anything that once would have meant 
nothing to us. I was tired all the time, and 
I found myself screaming at Kenny for no 
Treason at all, or maybe I had a reason. I 
don’t even remember now. Sometimes I 
could hear my own voice yelling and it 
sounded just like my mother and I would 
suddenly stop, frightened. 

Oh, we made up after our battles, but 
there were always more quarrels after that. 
Sometimes I wonder at the silly things 
people pick or and make their whole lives 





her chest is congested. Let 
” 
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miserable. Yet, they can’t seem to help 
it. When they’re tired out and there isn’t 
enough money or time for a little fun, I 
guess the strongest nerves give way. 
Sometimes on the street I’d meet up with 
an old friend from school. The sight of 
these girls, so well-dressed. so happy with 


their jobs, made me miserable with envy. 
Most of them were getting engaged now, 
planning to marry in a year or so, saving 
for a wedding and trousseau and furniture. 
These were the sensible ones, I thought 
resentfully, but T’ll bet they didn’t love 
their men the way I had loved Kenny. 

Had loved. Had. Not now, not loving 
him now? I was scared. All we had was 
our love and if we lost that we’d have 
nothing. We'd have the kind of marriage | 
my parents had. bickering and angry, all | 
the thrill and joy gone. | 

I would try hard after that to please | 
Kenny, but sometimes nothing suited him. 
He got into the habit of running to his 
mother after a big quarrel. He would stay 
away all night, but now I'd be angry in- 
stead of worried. I wouldn’t bother to call 
the police any more. knowing he’d be back 
in a day or so, sometimes like a whipped 
small boy, and sometimes even angrier, 
because his mother sympathized with him 
and told him I didn’t know how to handle 
money to make it stretch. How could | 
make it stretch when I never had enough? 

By the time my second child was born, I 
wondered if our marriage was going to 
work out. But suddenly Kenny changed. 
He was so proud to have a son, it was as 
if he’d done something wonderful. Kenny 
had been named after his father, so we 
named our son Kenneth the third. It made | 
us feel very important. 

There was a new and unusual peace in | 
our home now, even though I worked hard- | 
er than ever taking care of my family. | 
Maybe things would have worked out if I | 
hadn’t become pregnant again so soon after | 
Kenneth was born. I didn’t have the ex- | 
cuse now of being overcome by passion, it | 
was just that I was too tired, too bone | 
tired to get out of bed and do what I had | 
to do. Kenny could have prevented this | 
pregnancy if he hadn’t been so insistent | 
and stubborn. I was so sleepy I could 
hardly keep my eyes open and I begged 
him to let me alone. 

“IT might get pregnant again.” 

“Oh, cut it out. If I just look at you, 
you get pregnant! You're just trying to 
scare me off.” 

“Kenny ... please.” 

“No,” he murmured. “No.” His kisses 
shut out my protests and finally it was 
easier to give in than to fight him. 





When I told him I was pregnant again 


WEW . . exciting h 
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just 
and 


aid he was through with me 
iin through. He went to his mother 
‘’t come home for a week. 
[ was trapped, stuck—what could I do? 
lt sick and lonely and lost. I had 
cked my life. I called Mom and told 
{ couldn’t stand him. I couldn't live 
ther day under one roof with him. Mom 
ghed harshly, and that laugh made me 
ill to pieces. I had hysterics over the 
one and couldn’t stop. I felt like killing 
lf and the children with me and the 


unborn child who never should have 
conceived. 
\ litthke while later Mom came over. I 
n bed, exhausted, the children were 
ng, but | couldn't move. Mom ted them 
then gave me strong coffee. “Listen 
she growled, but not unkindly, “you'd 
er snap out of it. If you're grown 
ough to babies, youre grown 
igh to take care of them. This house 
mess. Come on, let’s clean it. Don’t 
ry about Kenny, he'll be back. Your 
her did that to me time one of 
were on the way. If I could stand it. 


have 


every 


an you. 
was shocked. All the had 
ught of Pop as being a poor henpecked 
but now for the first time [ understood 


time | 


\lom got me busy cleaning house and 
got to be hysterical. Vd been so afraid 
isk her for help, but I knew now how 
ong I'd been. My pride had made me 
fer in silence, but she was my mother 
all, and [ guess she loved me. in het 
peculiar way. 
lom called my mother-in-law and gave 
hell over the phone for pampering her 
hey had a big fight. but it worked 
Kenny came home that night. sullen 


silent, but at least he was back home 


e he belonged. 


= OMETIMES when things got too much 

or me | would call Mom for help. 
But 
got snappy over the phone and said 
wasnt going to spoil me like Kenny 
He was an only child 
darn well she 


king now she would be willing. 


been spoiled. 
[ wasn’t, and I know 
plenty to do in her own house without 


And 


ng to come over and help me. 


vas that! I never called her again 
he Ip 
[ felt old at twenty. When I had been 


e and helping Mom | had felt I could 
with a little family of my own. Now 
ilized the difference. The major re- 
ibility had been on Mom/’s shoulders, 
id just helped, and when I was too 
I'd gone off to bed. But now there 
nobody to take over. only me. and 
helped me sometimes. 

My third baby, Timothy, was a frail 
ld and needed constant care, even more 
i the other two. And Kenny worked so 
trying to make enough money for 
hat | had to let him sleep through the 
ht or he would have collapsed on his 


Only a woman who's had three babies 


sick al one time can khuow what | went 
through the time of the flu epidemic. All 
three came down with the Hu at the same 
time, and for one solid month I hardly 
slept more than two hours at a stretch. 
Kenny didn’t sleep either. what with one 
or another of the children crying and wak- 
ing him up. 

1 try to remember that 
tragedy. but it’s so hazy in my mind now 
that it’s hard to reconstruct it. [ know I 
had to set the alarm every four hours to 
give the babies their medicine. Also [ had 
to take their temperature and write it on 
a chart. Timothy, my third child, was so 
sick that the doctor had to decide whethe: 
or not to take him to the hospital. It was 
that TL particularly watch his 


night of the 


important 





MOTIVE 


Know why my firelight 

Is haloed with gleams 

And star bangled scarlet 
5 


Sugared with dreams? 


Know why the sunshine 
Has magic art. 
Leaves golden twinkles 


Storming my heart? 


Know what gives pathways 
Star wings and wine 
Heart deep with bugles? 
It’s cause youre MINE. 
Gladys Martin 





temperature and if it hadnt come down 
by morning | was to let the doctor know 
and he would take him away. 

1 had set the clock for 2:00 a.m.. but | 
was so dead tired | slept right through it. 
Next thing I knew Kenny was shaking me 
so hard I jerked awake. my whole body 
aching. whether from his cruel hands or 
what I don’t know. 

“Dammit, dammit,” he cursed. 
hell don’t you take proper care of you 
kids?” 
every light blazing in the house. The chil- 
dren were screaming but | heard them as 
from a distance, All I could see was Ken- 
ny’s face, distorted with rage. and as | 
watched, startled. | saw him pulling on his 
clothes with funny. jerky movements. 

“W 
still in a fog. 

“Got to sleep.” he muttered thickly, a- 
if he were drunk. “Got to sleep.” he re- 


“why the 


I opened startled eyes and saw 


what are you doing?” [ stammered. 


peated. “Im sick. Can’t stand this, no 
more... finished. through. had enough, 


enough!” 
“You're crazy. Kenny. You're just plain 

crazy.” 
“Crazy to sure, plain 

he the 


marry you 


Had to 


way 


You're right. 


erTazy. 


it. . . the the 


wanted tramp 
wanted it... 

“What about your children?” [ cried. 
half sitting up in bed. My legs ached so 
I could hardly move. 

“Let “em die. who cares?” he muttered. 
still in that strange, drunken, hoarse voice. 
He was sick too, I realized. His skin was 
reddish and stretched taut with fever. ] 
think he was delirious. 

“Get back in bed,” I ordered. “You've 
got the flU... can't go out 
you'll catch pneumonia!” 

“Let me alone. shut up. . 

“Kenny, stop it. you don’t know what 
you're doing.” 

Three babies screaming at once deatf- 
ened me. Finally I managed to crawl out 
of bed, almost fainting as I got to my feet. 
\s I attended to the children I kept plead- 
ing with Kenny to get back into bed. He 
didn’t answer me and by the time I[ was 
finished with the kids, he was gone. 

By this time my brain was so befogged 
I couldn’t grasp what had happened. He'd 
be back. I kept telling myself. He was 
sick, he wasn’t really running out on us. 
not on his sick children. He couldn’t do 
that to us. He wasn’t a bad boy. only a 
sick He didn’t know what he was 
doing. I said a little prayer to get him to 
his folks safely so his mother could take 
care of him, and while praying I staggered 
around in a daze, reaching for the medicine 
I was to give the baby. My vision was 
blurred, but [ knew when I put the spoon 
to his mouth that he was worse. 

I can’t explain what happened next. but 
for some reason or other a_ sixth 
must have been working in my dazed brain 
for something made me look at the medi- 
cine bottle. The spoon fell out of my hands 
and the liquid splashed all over the baby’s 
nightgown, staining it dark brown, I stared 
at the bottle. and for a moment I couldn't 
believe what I saw. There was a skull and 
crossbones on the label, and it read “For 
External Use Only.” Oh, God help me. it 
was the wrong medicine! I stared at the 
bottle for a long time. This was the medi- 
cine for the baby’s ears. Taken internally it 
kill him. I could have killed my 
My hands were stiff and numb as | 
He whim- 


you way 


you now, 


one. 


sense 


could 
child! 
placed him back in the crib. 
pered feebly, too sick to even cry. 

And then terrible thoughts began to 
flash through my mind. So what if 1 gave 
him the wrong medicine? So what if | 
gave them all the wrong medicine? They 
would die. Kenny had said, “Let ‘em die.” 
He had said it and all of a sudden 
agreed with him. Why shouldn't we. all 
die? First I'd give it to them and then 
I'd take some myself. Kenny would be 
relieved of the burden of all of us. 1 would 
be relieved of the burden of living. What 
was there to live for anyhow? What kind 
of a life were we giving our children? But 
he would be sorry after we died, they 
would all be sorry, his folk, my folk. then 
they'd know how much Id suffered. then 


they'd care. 
| felt so sick I wanted to die anyhow. 
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Every bone in my body ached, I could 
hardly breathe and my head pounded as 
if there were hammers in it. Oh God, how 
wonderful it would be to die! Through 
glazed eyes I stared at my poor, suffering 
children, plump little Gwen who looked 
like me. slim, dark Kenneth who looked 
like his father, and Timmy, little innocent 
Timmy. who was a combination of both of 

What future. what present. what kind 
of life did they have to look forward to? 
Better to die, and misery would be over 
for all of us once and for all. 

Gwen began to cry softly, calling for me. 
Kenneth coughed and began crying too, 
then vomited in his crib. 

Sudden panic overcame me. I couldn’t 
do anything for them, or for myself, except 
to destroy us all. I had to have help! At 
once! I groped my way to the living room. 
half-blinded by the pounding in my head. 
Stumbling. almost falling. I reached for the 


phone. I hardly had strength to dial the 
operator, and when finally I heard her 
voice I could only moan _ incoherently, 


“Help, I'm going to kill my children 
help me . . .” Then everything went black. 


HAT was a few months ago. They took 

the babies and me to the hospital. Gwen 
recovered first and my mother took her 
home to nurse her back to health. When 
the other two were better. unexpectedly 
my mother-in-law came to our aid and 
cared for the younger ones. 
derful, for after all she had just finished 
nursing Kenny. He had arrived at her 
house that night he left us. and we never 
knew how he managed to get there for he 
had been delirious with fever. 

And so my little family were all getting 
well, except for me. It wasn’t only the 
fu, it was my nerves. I went into a com- 
plete collapse and for weeks I didn’t care 
if] lived or died. What brought me back? 
I don’t know. I kept crying I wanted to 
die. I pleaded with the doctors and nurses 
to let me die. I told them my husband 
didn’t want me or our children, I had noth- 
ing to live for. 

Oh. how kind they those doctors 
and nurses, how they tried to help me. to 
bring me back to life. They told me how 
young I was, how all of life was ahead of 
me, that my children were darlings, and 
Kenny did love me. Those first weeks he 
didn’t come to see me. and I was so sick 
I forgot he was sick too. And then, one 
day, he did come, thinner, so pale he 
looked like all the blood was drained out 
ofhim. He stood in the doorway. looking 
at me through eyes that were bleak and 
lost. I couldn’t look at him at first and 
then he moved slowly into the room. I 
closed my eyes. pretending to be asleep. 
He knelt by my bed and touched my hand, 
but IT refused to open my eyes. I felt a 
tear drop on my hand, and I heard a sob. 
Then I opened my eyes. 

“If anything happened to you, I couldn’t 
stand it,” Kenny wept. sorry 
for everything. You gotta get better, Gloria, 
you just gotta!” 


She was won- 


were, 


“Tr , 
I’m sorry, 


Strange, but sick as I was I couldn't 
bear to have Kenny crying his heart out. 
In the end I was comforting him. Through 
shuddering kept murmuring, 
“Gwen cries every day calling for you. We 
I need you. It’s no good without 
you. You gotta come back to us. Gloria, 
I'll die without you!” 

The nurse came in then and took Kenny 
away. I was too sick for all that emotion. 
Yet. the next day I began to feel stronger. 

My mother-in-law came a few days later, 
and that tight-lipped 
opened up to me as she never had all 
through my marriage. She felt guilty. 
said. She had spoiled Kenny, and she 
should have helped us. The least she could 
have done for us was to have us out at 
the farm weekends so the kids could get 
fresh air. Maybe if hadn’t been 
cooped up in those three little rooms, they 
wouldn’t have gotten sick so often. Out 
at the farm I would have had some rest 
too, and air, and my nerves wouldn’t have 
snapped. 

And then our parents got together in my 
hospital room and I could feel their love 
This love was better 
in the world and 


sobs he 


need you, 


strange, woman 


she 


they 


pouring out to me. 
than all the medicine 
every day I became 

We're out at the farm now. permanently. 
Well, at least for a year or two. Kenny is 
going to night school to learn a trade so 
more money. The 
little money 
and even though the fresh 
sold, my children 


stronger. 


he can eventually earn 


farm is poor, but we give a 
for our food. 


eggs and chickens are 


have good farm-grown vegetables and 
sometimes a little meat and they are 
healthy now. 


Farm life is hard and my mother-in-law 
is not the easiest person to live with, but 
I’ve learned to keep my mouth shut and 
work as hard as I can. I have to get up 
at 4:00 a.m. and feed the 
chickens and clean the coops. have 
planted our own vegetable garden, and we 
pick berries them. My 
strength has come back in spite of hard 
work. I know that in a few years we'll be 
able to move into little house 
and life will be easier for us then. Mean- 
while I dare not complain. We are very 
lucky to have this help. It’s easier taking 
care of the children here. for they run 
around freely and don’t have to be watched 


to get the eggs 
and 


preserve 


our own 


every minute. Oh yes. there are hazards, 
like falling into pits and breaking bones, 


and my son Kenny thinks he’s a squirrel 
but IT can’t worry 
all the time. At least I don’t have to be 
constantly picking up after them in a 
crowded little apartment. 

We are indeed lucky, and I feel sorry for 
all the other kids like us. foolish kids who 
thought marriage would be a lark. They 
don’t have a farm to go to, to bring their 
babies to. More, I might have killed my 
babies . . . Oh, God, you must have been 
watching over me that night. Now. 
night I say a prayer of thankfulness that 
you stayed my hand from committing mur- 


der! THE END 
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Hooked—But Good! 


(Continued from Page 14) 


fountain. She glared at me as I placed 
my hands on her hips to keep from falling 
on top of her. She straightened up and 
gazed icily when I apologized. 

But I didn’t pay much attention to her 
look. I suddenly felt an excitement from 
having touched her. [ knew what I wanted 
then. After that I started a concentrated 
but subtle campaign to get a date with her. 

Three months ago [ couldn't hold it any 
longer. One day. when the boss was out 
and I knew that she was in the office by 
herself, I went up and sat down in the 
chair beside her desk. 

“Can I help you. Robert?” she asked 
in a cool way and I answered. “You sure 
can. How’s about a date?” For a minute 
I thought she was going to explode. the 
way she looked at me. Then she laughed 
a funny laugh. “Not hardly. You’re not in 
my class. Besides. I don’t believe I ever 
hinted to you that [ dated anyone.” 

“Look baby.” I pleaded. “the way I feel 


about you. I don’t need any hints. I know 


we could have a swell time. How’s about 
it?” I begged. 

“No thanks.” she said tartly. 
don’t mind, please leave my desk.” 

“Well.” I mumbled. trying to save face 
as I got up. “you can’t blame a fellow for 
trying.” 

I let a couple weeks slip by after that 
before I would say anything else. Little by 
little. though. IT knew I just had to have 
a date with Mary Lee. 

One day I caught her looking at me 
sort of funny. when [ was sitting reading 
a newspaper while waiting to see the boss. 
“What’s the matter?” [ asked. “Nothing.” 
she said as she turned her head away. 
Something in the way she looked at me 
made me feel that now might be the time 
to try again. 

I began coming to her desk every day 
on some pretext. [ threw my _ weight 
around, ordering her to get things for 
me which I needed for the department as 
though I was one of the big bosses. 

Then I again started digging for that 
date: 

“Look, Mary Lee. here I am dying of 
hunger for you. one human being for an- 
other. Give me a break. I have money. a 
good position here. and I can show you 


Now if you 


a good time.” 
“No, thank you. Billv.” 
2 ” 
stop bothering me. 
“Okay wench.” [I said angrily. “You can 
wither up for all I care! Frankly. I know 
where I can pick up your kind for a dime 
a dozen. I always think of you as some- 
one pretty nice who needed understanding. 
Now I see you’re just a big phony, a flunky 


she replied. “And 


for the boss who thinks she’s the Queen 
of Sheba!” 

“Well. nobody asked you,” she said with. 
out anger. “I told you that I was out of 
your class. but what’s the use? All right, 
Billy. Tl give you credit for trying s 
hard. And just to show you that you’re 
wrong about me. I’m having a party up 
at my house tomorrow night. If you’re in. 
terested. I’d love to have you come. I hope 
you will because it is going to be special— 
just for you and me!” 

“What!” I exclaimed out of sheer joy, 
“Count me in! Oh, and, er—ah, Mary 
Lee. would you please forgive me for the 
nasty things I said a moment ago? | 
didn’t mean them.” 

“Well. you can make up for them at the 
party.” she smiled coyly. 

The elevator was still slowly climbing 
towards the 21st floor. I would soon be 
introducing Mary Lee to thoughts of love, 
to love’s true meaning. I could hear her 
sighing now as she would respond to me: 

“Mmmm. I feel wonderful. Billy!” 
she would coo happily. “Know what you 
mean.” I planned to answer. 

I believed that after that night, Mary 
Lee would say: “Billy. why do I feel so 
good here with you? Why didn’t I get 
to know you before now? [ll always care 
for you. Billy.” And I planned to answer: 
“Of course. Mary Lee. But we'll talk about 
that later.” Then I planned to take her in 
my arms again, kiss her for a long moment. 
Then we would find the strength hidden 
deep within . . . Oh. I was full of dreams, 
alright! 

The elevator halted at the 20th floor, 
then. finally. at the 21st. The hall was 
carpeted. wall-to-wall, so that I couldn't 
hear a sound as I swiftly walked to Mary 
Lee’s apartment. I pulled the knocker on 
the deor and a sweet chime echoed softly 
inside. “Just a moment, please.” Mary Lee 
said. Then she opened the door wide. The 
room was dimly lit. I couldn’t believe my 
eyes when I looked at her! 

Her hair hung down below her shoulders 

. she wore a lovely hostess gown, ot 
whatever they call those things. The glasses 
were gone. Mary Lee’s lips were apple 
red and moist. Her eyes were big and false 
eyelashes made her look a bit like a movie 
queen. I was dumbfounded! 

“Well. are you coming into my parlor, a 
the spider said to the fly?” Mary Lee asked 
with a seductive smile. I was motionless. 
transfixed. She finally pulled’ me inside 
and closed the door behind me. 

We stood there for a moment. The 
she planted a warm, soft kiss on my lips 
and I pulled her close to me. But it lasted 
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only a few seconds for she broke away and 
turned up the lights. “Not so fast, mister,” 
she laughed. “How do you like the party 
J planned?” “T like it fine,” I said, only 
half-answering her, walking after her as 
she walked towards a chair. 

Suddenly she whirled to face me, and it 
was as if she had become an entirely dif- 
ferent person! Gone was the soft voice, the 
smile and the welcome, as she almost spat 
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teally know, herself, and I’m not too sure 

Then of mine. I only know I'll be very careful s K i N D & L i G of T 5 Oo A p ( 2 5 c) 
y lips the next time I let myself get . . . hooked. 
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down to himself. With some feeling 
iwe, they discovered anew the joy of 
and being in love with each other. 
Larry had wanted to get married right 
iway, and with some difficulty. Connie had 
rsuaded him to wait at least a while, and 
through with some of the formalities. 
Then, of course, there was the discussion 
out where to live. Connie wanted an 
situated in the heart of the 
wanted a house. out in the 


artment, 
Larry 
burbs. 
But we'd be so much closer to civiliza- 
on, Larry,” Connie begged. trying to get 
1 to see her point. 
When you stop working, honey,” Larry 
wered, grinning, “you won't need to be 
that close to civilization.” 
Connie looked at him startled, feeling a 
htness in her chest as if she could hardly 
athe. 
But I'm not going to stop working, 
ry,’ she said, her voice sounding small 
| strange. “We can get so much farther 
ad with both of our salaries. We'll 
e such fun working together.” 
[ don’t want you to work,” Larry said, 


Hazards Of The Working Girl 


(Continued from Page 10) 


looking at her strangely. too, now. “I can 
support my wife, and I intend to do so. 
Just how ‘farther ahead’ do you think 
you want to go? Just how much does all 
that mean to you?” 

“It means—a lot to me.” she said softly. 
“I’ve worked hard, and achieved a good 
position, with an excellent salary. I en- 
joy nice clothes, meeting people, an inter- 
esting life. What would I do with myself 
at home all day? I don’t enjoy cooking 
and housework. It isn’t creative. We can 
hire that done, if necessary.” 

Larry looked at her in amazement. 

“You don’t mean that!” he almost shout- 
ed. “Have you let your fine job make you 
forget what it is to be a woman, and what 
a woman’s main functions are? Don’t you 
want a home and children, and to take 
care of your husband?” 

Connie returned his look of amazement. 
of complete lack of understanding, as she 
felt the gulf widen between them. 

“Larry, [ thought you were more modern 
than that! You talk like the dark ages! 
Look at most of our friends—the wives 
are all working. If you want some little 





Cranberry Orange Relish 4-Ways. Put 4 
»s fresh cranberries and 2 oranges, quar- 
d and seeded, through the food chop- 

using coarse blade. Stir in 2 cups 
gar. Chill until ready to serve. Varia- 
#1: To 1 cup basic relish add 144 cup 
iin or toasted shredded coconut. Varia- 
#2: To 1 cup basic relish add 1 tea- 
yon lemon juice and 14 cup thinly sliced 
sp celery. Variation #3: To 1 cup basic 
h add 2 tablespoons finely chopped 
sins and 14 cup chopped walnuts. Varia- 
#4: To 1 cup basic relish add 14 tea- 
m ginger and 1 tablespoon finely sliv- 
| lemon or orange rind. 

Cranberry Ginger Pie. Combine 2 cups 
h cranberries, 4% cup raisins. 1 cup 
ar and | cup water in saucepan. Bring 
boil and cook rapidly until berries pop. 

Cool. Stir in % cup gingersnap crumbs, 
lightly beaten egg and 2 tablespoons 

Turn mixture into unbaked 
inch pastry shell, cover with lattice 

Bake in a hot oven (400°F.) about 
ninutes, or until crust is golden brown. 

Cranberry Calico Cake. Cream 1 cup 
rtening with 144 cups granulated sugar 

til light and fluffy. Add 4 eggs. one at 
ime, beating after each addition. Sift 


ether 3 cups sifted flour. 214 teaspoons 


fe juice. 











Cranberry Recipes 


(Continued from Page 45) 


baking powder, and 1% teaspoon salt. Stir 
1% cup milk and 4% cup orange juice to- 
gether. Add sifted dry ingredients to 
creamed mixture alternately with liquid. 
Blend thoroughly. Fold in 1 cup chopped 
dates, 4% cup chopped pecans and 2 cups 
fresh cranberries. Spoon batter into 10- 
inch tube pan. well-greased and floured. 
Bake in moderate oven (350°F.) for 1 hour 


and 20 minutes. When cool. frost with 
Cranberry Cream Cheese Frosting: Soften 


1 3-0z. package cream cheese with 4 table- 
spoons whole cranberry Add 4% 
teaspoon salt. Gradually add 1 lb. confec- 
tioners’ sugar. Beat until creamy. 

Cranberry Baked Pears. Combine | cup 
sugar, 1144 cups water and 2 cups fresh 
cranberries in saucepan. Bring to boil and 
cook about 10 minutes or until all the ber- 
ries pop. Pare, halve and core 6 to 8 small. 
firm pears. Place pears in baking dish 
or casserole, scatter with 4% lemon, thinly 
sliced, and cover with juice drained from 


sauce, 


cranberry sauce. Cover and bake in mod- 
erate oven (350°F.) until pears are pink 
and tender, about 30-35 minutes. Chill and 
serve very cold, garnished with spoonfuls 
of cooked whole cranberries reserved from 
sauce. 


doormat to be your unpaid housekeeper. 
I'm not the one for you.” 
“No, you're not, Connie.” Larry said, 
shaking his head sadly. “I’m sorry—] 
thought somehow that you were. I think 
I’m a little sorry for you, Connie.” 
She strode angrily to the window. not 
even answering. 
“Goodbye, Connie.” he said very gently, 
and in a moment she heard the door close 
behind him. 
He must be crazy, she thought angrily. 
why should I give up everything I have for 
for a 
(nd then she burst into tears. although 
if anyone had asked, she couldn't even 
have explained why. Connie S. was such 
a mixed-up young woman that she wasn’t 
sure what—or if—she had lost. 


LL WOMEN workers. of course, are not 
employed in such executive capacity, 
and their problems are not on such a grand 
scale. However, in most instances from 
the lowest paid unskilled worker on up 
through the clerk. waitress, semi-profes- 
sional, professional and into the top ranks 
of business, the problems are still similar 
to those of Dr. Helen and of Connie §. 
There are also, of course, the numerous 
other hazards that befall both women and 
men in any normal working situation. 
There is always the possibility of sickness 
or accident. Statistics show that women’s 
on-the-job attendance is slightly less than 
a comparable situation for men. due to the 
reason of illness. Health is an individual 
factor, but must be taken into consider- 
ation by anyone who is on the job. 

The problems of the married woman 
who is working are so varied that they will 
be discussed in a later article. Whole fami- 
lies may be involved, and our changing 
social structure today is bringing new light 
to bear upon a very trying problem. In 
fact, the working married woman may 
serve to shift and change the structure of 
society and today’s economics, thus freeing 
both herself and her single sister. Also. 
the older woman, returning to her limited 
areas of employment after her children 
have grown up and left home, may help 
to carve a more important place in the 
working world for today’s woman. 

For women do, undeniably, have a place. 
and a place of importance. Whether be- 
cause of desire, or for necessity, women are 
a major portion of the nation’s working 
force. There are still a few fields of en- 
deavor in which women have not entered. 
are not wanted, or cannot enter (no woman 
President of the United 
States). On the other hand, there are 
many which are women-oriented. 
which are “natural” for women, and whieh 
need and demand her services (nursing. 
secretarial, and teaching are among them) 

So, whatever her problems, she'll solve 
them; whatever the hazards, they'll be met. 
Wherever there’s a job to do, a woman will 
do it and do it well, for she has found her 
world. and_ she’ 


has ever been 


jobs 


way into the working 
there to stay. 
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Not too hard ...not too soft...just right! 


The only 
premium quality 
Ciertiacrees hair pomade for men! 


Get DUKE .. . the new greaseless hair pomade that trains 
and holds your hair, no matter how wiry, in perfect place all day long. 
Women love that ‘‘Duke Look."’ Get it . . . get DUKE! At your drug counter. 


65¢ at your drug counter, or send us 80¢ and we'll send Duke to you by return mail 


GREASE 
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SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS «© 1808 S. Michigan Ave. « Chicago 16, Illinois 





Men /Send for This Money. 
Making Outfit FREE / 


me ~ 
It Is to Make 
“gore 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money in full or spare tim 
... aS much as $40 in a day? Then mail the coupon 
Add to Your below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you FREE, contain- 
Profits with ing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, sensationa 
Tailored Suits values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, and sport- 
for Ladies! coats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, fellow- 
. : workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, better-look- 
You can add many dol- 
lars to your earnings by ing made-to-measure clothes, and when you show the 
taking orders for our many beautiful, high quality fabrics—mention the lov 
beautifully-styled, fine prices for made-to-measure fit and style—and show our 
no agel igi Rett guarantee of satisfaction, you take orders right and 
ce, Saas Naceix aol’ left. You collect a big cash profit in advance on every 
suits to men, their wives order, and build up fine permanent income for yourself 
sell suits and skirts to in spare or full time. 
women... and the prof- 


its roll in! You can too! H 

Outfit contains styles, No Experience Needed 
prices, and simple in- 
structions. 





et BIPEFPTS, 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don't 

need any experience to take orders. Everything is sim- 

ply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful op- 

portunity. Just mail this coupon now for this big, valuabl? 

outfit filled with more than 100 fine fabrics and everything: 

YOUR OWN SUITS else you need to start. You'll say this is the greatest way to 
make money you ever saw. Rush the coupon today! 


WITHOUT 1¢ COST! STONEFIELD CORP., Dept. F-964 
Our plan makes it easy for you to 532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, iil. 


get your own personal suits, top- 
coats, and sportcoats without pay- 
ing 1c—in addition to your big cash 
earnings. Think of it! Not only do 2 

we start you on the road to making i STONEFIELD CoORP., Dept. F-964 
big money, but we also make it | 532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 

easy for you to get your own ia ties 


clothes without paying one penny. 

I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR 
AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush Details, 
Valuable Suit Coupon, and Sample Kit with actual 
fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 





a oe ee 


No wonder thousands of men write 
enthusiastic letters of thanks. 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 


markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon now 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. 
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